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The author in presenting this book to the public, wishes 
to state that many of the productions herein contained were 
written on the ''impulse of the moment," others written in 
jest, and others under circumstances which could not be 
easily explained. Some are purely extemporaneous, while 
others are the result of considerable thought. 

Hoping that my readers will generously forbear to criti- 
cise my simple rhymes, I am, 

YOurs very truly, 

ERNEST F. JOHNSTONE. 
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God bless the mighty U. of M., 
Of Colleges she is the gem, 

And young in only years ; 
Her president, a prince of lore, 
Whose works are numbered by the score, 
With Angel's face appears. 



TPaeultj of ^aw "Department. 



We love them all, respect, revere ; 
We ever shall their praises tell, 
Yes ! gladly lend a voice to swell 

Applause unceasing and sincere. 

There's Knowlton J., whose name shall live 

Long after old Justinian, 

Of Rome, shall have forgotten been — 
Till stars forget their light to give. 
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When countless ages shall have rolled, 
From time into eternity, 
Still shall be studied carefully, 

His arguments sublime and bold. 

His sculptored form with flowers decked, 

When Knowlton shall have ceased to live, 
Shall striking testimony give 

Of the alumni!* 8 deep respect. 



There's Thompson, loved by eveiy " Law,'' 

A philosophic, honest soul ; 

His motion could our class control;^ 
He overlooked each little flaw. 



His easy eloquence and grace, 

His deep remark, appropriate 
In lecture, court room, or debate, 

Ijcave their effects upon the case. 

Clever, impartial and refined. 

He rarely on a student "sat;" 
And though he is a " democrat," 

Profound and mighty is his mind. 

— 8 — 
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Demosthenes would blush to hear, 

His fame outvied by Thompson's speech, 
Whose lofty thoughts perfection reach, 

And call a most stupendous cheer. 

His name shall live on glory's page, ' 

When " Pericles " shall be no more ; 
His fame shall ring from shore to shore, 

Increasing with increasing age. 

There's Griffin, an accomplished wit, 

Though sometimes rigid in his ways, 
To follow his advice it pays, 

Forgetting his sarcastic " hit." 

We struggled with his subjects long; 
His jurisprudence Federal, 
(Known by another name as well) 

Has often " flunked " us by the throng. 

But he himself to us endeared, 

(And though some trembled when ,he spoke) 
He made us laugh ^ith frequent joke ; 

We loved him more than him we feared. 

— 9 — 



Old Cicero, for glory born, 

With " Levi " never could compare ; 

Accomplished he and debonair, 
A wreath of fame he long has worn. 

There's E. F. Johnson, whom we all 
Remember with profound respect ; 
Though he our failings could detect, 

He rarely let a student fall. 

4 

He knew our frailties, and he. 

Remembering his college days, 
Was more than pleasant in his way ; 

We had his utmost sympathy. 

For him we paint a future bright, 
Riches and honor him await ; 
And at no very distant date 

He'll be a brilliant legal light. 

There's Melville Bigelow, he whose praise 
Reverberates from zone to zone ; 
His learning, by his writings shown, 

Would wise old Solomon amaze. 

— lO — 
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A jurist, dignified and great, 

A modest, unassuming man ; 

He thought we were a noisy clan. 
When first he saw us congregate. 

A scholar, gentleman, and saint. 
With reverence we him regard ; 
(And pardon asks the simple Bard 

For calling him a ** little quaint.") 

Abbot and Con'ly pleased us well; 

And dear old Champlin won the school ; 

He taught us by the " golden rule " 
How ancient corporations fell. 

Con'ly, the orator sublime, 

And Abbot, the logician wise ; 
In vain the humble poet tries 

To tell their worth in simple rhyme. 

Trueblbod, the elocutionist. 

That stately, graceful son of fame ; 

We cheer the mention of his name. 
Honor his noble brow has kissed. 

— II — 



He taught us Rhetoric and grace, 

(We needed grace, admit I will,) 
Would Trueblood our hearts could fill 

With it, and paint it on each face. 

There's Vance, the student's referee, 
A friend of everything that's pure ; 
His name forever shall endure, 

For fame has booked him carefully. 

A scientific scholar he, 

An author, too, of some renown ; 

And, too, he wears the Christian's crown 
Of righteousness and purity. 

His kindness when shall we forget? 
His kindly counsel? Never I No I 
Respect for him we'll ever show ; 

We'll part with Vance with much regret. 

He was, and is, and yet shall be 

Our friend, unselfish, kind, and true ; 
A kinder man I never knew, 

Nor one of greater piety. 

12 — 
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Professor Wells — ^we drop a tear, 
The angels carried him away; 
To do him justice can I say 

Enough? We knew him but a year. 

No more we'll hear his pleasing voice, 
Tuned to the music of the sky ; 
Ih his celestial home on high 

It swells, while cherubim rejoice. 

His praises every student tells ; 

Nature and art combined to make 
A man whose eloquence could shake 

The nation, — Honored William Wells I 
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How swiftly on the moments glide ; 

How brief is life with all its cares ; 

A few more tears, a few more prayers, 
And we, the living, shall have died. 

It seems but yesterday when we 

Were laughing children, wild with joy, 
Unknown to vice and sin's alloy ; 

From every care and sorrow free. 

Those happy, happy days are o'er. 
Gone, never, never to return ; 
And every day we something learn, 

That makes them dearer than before. 

The stern realities oif life 

Demand our labor and our thought ; 

And are with many sorrows fraught, 
With which we struggle in the strife. 

— 14 — 
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Ambition points to laurels green ; 

Misfortune frowns, and we are sad ; 

Then fortune smiles and we are glad ; 
Eternity and time between. 

We strive our objects to attain 

By means, which we consider fair, 
But often ponder in despair, 

And deem our many efforts vain. 

Our highest duties oft neglect ; 

And fear the creature more than God ; 

The victims oft of Satan's fraud, 
We feel remorse and deep regret. 

We seek our feelings to disguise ; 

We smile, when we had rather weep ; 

Our troubles rob us of our sleep, 
And paint their havoc in our eyes. 



So time rolls on without a break, 
We near the hour of our death ; 
When we surrender, shall our breath 

And all the scenes of time forsake? 

— IS — 



The hopes we thought to realize, 

When just within our nervous grasp, 
Have vanished, as we've sought to clasp, 

Regardless of our plaintive cries. 

Thus do we live from day to day, 

Prom month to month, from year to year, 
With fear and hope, and hope and fear ; 

Thus do the moments pass away. 

Soon shall the haughty in their pride, 
In'their humility, the meek, 
No more with mortal tongues to speak, 

From time to life eternal glide. 

Yes I dust to dijst shall soon return ; 

Where then the boasted glory? where? 

Gone I vanished I swallowed by the air I 
Forgotten ! and of no concern. 

Then let us seek to win the prize, 

Bought by the blood of Him who died, 
Who boldly sin and death defied. 

That we in glory might arise. 

— 16 — 
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In this world of sin and error 

As our journey we pursue, 
We are often unsuccessful 

In what we attempt to do ; 
Oft our brightest hopes are blighted, 

And our minds are full of care. 
And our hearts are full of sadness, 

But we never should despair. 

If we fail, while nobly fighting 

In a good and honest cause. 
We are heroes though defeated. 

And deserve the world's applause ; 
When adversity assails us. 

We should never tamely yield ; 
He, who dauntlessly resists it. 

Soon shall conquer in the field. 

Think of those, whose lives are models, 
How they braved misfortune's tide ; 
— 17 — 



How they fought and ne'er surrendered ; 

How they died yet never died ; 
Think of him of humble station, 

Wlip has clothed himself with fame ; 
Honor won from cheering millions 

And immortalized his name. 



Think of him I of them I Yes, thousands 

Prom the humblest spheres of life, 
Through persistent push and effort 

Have been victors in the strife ; 
Yes, have reached the very summit 

Of success, and to us cry. 
Through their glorious example, 

" Forward I let your aim be high." 



Then desponding friend take courage, 

Never waver or retreat ; 
Boldly battle with misfortune, 

Till you witness its defeat ; 
Trust in God and walk uprightly 

In the path where he may lead ; 
He who looks to God for counsel 

Must invariably succeed. 
— i8 — 
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Let us fearlessly encounter 

Every enemy of right ; 
Seek each day to do our duty, 

Asking God to give us light ; 
He will lead us safely forward 

In the path we should pursue, 
Until he is pleased to take us. 

To the land beyond the " Blue." 
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See that woman sad and weary, 
Ah I her life has been so dreary, 
That her answer to your query 

Is conveyed upon a sigh ; , 
And her eyes bedimmed with weeping, 
Are no guarded secret keeping, 
Of the anguish that is creeping 

In despite each tender tie. 



See that face, once fair, now faded, 
She by care has been invaded ; 
And her heart, by sorrow raided. 

Beats but faintly in her breast ; 
And she thinks of hopes departed. 
As she ponders, broken hearted, 
Till afresh her tears are started 

And she sighs to be at rest. 
— 20 — 



See her crouching by the fire 

In her scanty, thin attire, 

While the wind is whistling by her, 

Through the panel of the door ; 
Look 1 the fuel's nearly vanished. 
And her every hope is banished. 
As her children, nearly famished. 

Press beside her on the floor. 

Not a peal of merry laughter 
Wakes the house from floor to rafter ; 
But like calm the tempest after. 

Everything is strangely still ; 
Till the latch is rudely lifted, 
In a reeling form is shifted, 
As if by a current drifted, 

When it hurries down a hill. 

'Tis the husband wildly staring, 
And his swollen tongue is swearing, 
While his face a look is wearing. 

Whose design was wrought in hell ; 
And his wife in fear is shaking. 
While her little ones are quaking, 
And their little hearts are aching. 

As they listen to his yell. 

21 — 



See the poor forsaken mother, 
With no sympathetic brother, * 
Daughter, son, or any other 

To console her in her grief; 
Not a word by her is spoken, 
But her look is ample token, 
That her loving heart is broken ; 

Death alone will give relief. 

Once her eyes were fondly beaming 
With delight more real than seeming ; 
Now with sorrow's dew they're streaming. 

And their luster rarely beam ; 
And her voice once soft and winning, 
Now, through sorrow, is beginning 
To forget to chide the sinning 

Of her husband, save in dreams. 

Hopeless, helpless, and neglected. 
Sad, submissive, and dejected, 
Can you see her unaffected? 

Dare you look on her and sneer? 
Prom the great Celestial City, 
God and angels gaze with pity ; 
! you wealthy, proud, or witty, 

Do you scorn to shed a tear? 

22 — 



Lend, O ! lend, your kind assistance, 
Be rebellious in resistance. 
Sweep the tempter from existence ; 

Crush him till you've stopped his breath ; 
Heavy hearts will then be lightened, 
And domestic ties be tightened, 
And your mother's face be brightened. 

As a signal of his death. 
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I stand to-night on the river's brink, 

While the smiling moonbeams 'round me play, 
With lustre loaned by the god of day, 

And kiss the waves as they rise and sink. 

/ The river glides to the distant sea, 

With murmuring music soft and sweet, 
The rolling billows sublime to greet ; 
And mix with them in their revelry. 

The autumn leaves on its bosom bright, 

Like sanctified pilgrims lost in thought, 
Whose ears the angelic strains have caught. 

Float calmly by and are lost to sight. 

Thus down the river of life we sail 

To the distant, mistified unknown ; 
What is it? we cry, with grief and moan : 

We seek to learn, but our efforts fail. 

— 24 — 



We read the bible our fathers read ; 

We paint a heaven where angels dwell ; 

And find material for a hell, 
In what the inspired men have said. 

One kindly preacher who seeks to guide, 
Our souls to the land of endless day, 
Will bid us haste with our sins away 

To the Saviour who was crucified. 

He tells us of a lake pf fire, 

Prepared for unforgiven wretches. 

Where each his tongue in anguish stretchep, 

Goaded by fiends who never tire. 

He tells us of a heaven serene, 

Prepared for those who love the Saviour ; 

And show it by their good behaviour ; 
Which the mortal eye has never seen. 

He says that Christ who reigns in glory, 
Will save us all from death eternal — 
The liquid burning lake infernal, 

If we will hear, and heed his story. 

Another says, hell is a fable ; 

God would not tolerate its being ; 

— 25 — 



How could He smile, his subjects seeing, 
Tormented by a hellian sable? 

Another says, God has elected 

But few of all the many billions 

To live with Him, while countless millions 

Must be eternally rejected. 

In purgatory still another 

Says God will roast us for a season ; 

And states the purpose and the reason ; 
And sings his masses for his brother. 

Now, all of these religious teachers 

Believe the doctrine they have stated ; 
But leave the doubts still unabated 

Of many reason-guided creatures. 

Then .can a man in life's dominion 

Know for a certainty what follows death? 
Where goes this fleeting spirit, soul or breath? 

Yes, that he can is my opinion. 

We know it, in our very souls we feel. 
Death is the gate to life eternal, 
Leading to bliss or realms infernal ; 

'Tis ours to decide for woe or weal. 

— 26 — 



The " still small voice," the witness living, 
Rebukes our doubts and we believe : 
We cannot ourselves deceive ; 

We dare not harbour a misgiving. 

The skeptic scoff received with laughter, 
Will not assist the foolish many ; 
No 1 nor will it help the conscience any ; 

We cannot blot out the hereafter. 
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Go count the pebbles on the shore ; 

The blades of grass upon the lea ; 

The drops of water in the sea, 
Whose breaking billows loudly roar ; 

The grains of sand in all the earth ; 
And multiply their sum by thrice 
Ten thousand times ten thousand twice 

The seconds since your day of birth. 

The product call as many years ; 
And multiply the same again 
By all the many thoughts of men, 

With all their hopes and all their fears ; 

And you have no conception of Eternity. 

Forever and forever 1 think 1 

The measure of the mortal mind 
Is reached ere it has been defined, 

And human calculations sink. 

— 28 — 
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Sinners, why will you stay in sin? 

While God is calling you to-day ; 
The Saviour died your soul to win ; 

1 come from error's path away. 

Walk in the straight and narrow path, 
That leads to mansions iii the sky ; 
Do not incur Jehovah's wrath, 

Or you eternally shall die. 

God loves you, sinner, why remain 
Longer in wickedness and woe? 

Your Saviour longs to break the chain. 
That links you with the fiends below. 

He yearns your broken heart to heal, 
And all your wants will he supply ; 

He will himself to you reveal. 

If you will but for mercy cry. 
— 29 — 



Frivolity and pleasure smile, 

They bid you come, and you obey ; 
Their aim is only to beguile. 

But yet you follow them away. 



You hold aloft the devil's flag, 

You wear his stamp upon your face ; 

And downward sinners help to drag, 
To dark dishonor and disgrace. 

You serve the majesty of hell, 

With zeal unworthy of the cause ; 

Blaspheme you God, while sinners yell 
And render meaningless applause. 

! wicked, sin-polluted youth. 

While mercy's gate is still ajar, 

I beg you, seek the ways of truth, 

From which you wandered have so far. 

God's spirit will not always strive : 

Soon shall have passed the day of graqe ; 
The day of death shall soon arrive, 

When you the Judge Supreme must face. 
— 30 — 
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Your mother's prayers cannot avail 
To save you then, 1 sinner, No ! 

But through eternity your wail, 
Shall echo in the gulf below. 

With Heaven to lose, and hell to gain, 
Why, sinner, do you hesitate? 

Renounce, renounce your idols vain. 
And knock at mercy's golden gate. 

And Christ shall wide the portal swing, 
While all the heavenly hosts rejoice, 

High Heaven with joyful strains-shall ring 
To hear the suppliant sinner's voice. 

You, holy angels shall attend. 

To foil the tempter, who would damn ; 
And soon shall you with them ascend, 

To cry, " Hosanna to the Lamb." 

Your dear, dear mother you shall meet, 
Upon the bright celestial shore ; 

She'll be the second one to greet 

Her boy at Heaven's Jasper door. 
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Your infant Bister's cherub arms, 

Shall there her brother's neck entwine ; 

And on the face, his soul that charms, 
Shall shpe the Saviour's smile divine. 

Your dear old father's voice shall rise, 
Above the notes of Heaven, when he 

Shall meet his son, the glad surprise 
Will please him through eternity. 

Eternity, 01 sinner, weigh 

Against a moment's pleasure here ; 
And start, 0, sinner, start to-day, 

• For Heaven's bright resplendent sphere. 
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The drunkard with a swollen face, 
With bloodshot eyes, and reeling pace, 

Moved slowly on his way ; 
A picture of distress was he 
In drunkenness and poverty, 

And physical decay. 

His curses stained the evening air ; 
He swore as drunkards only swear, 

As tottering he went ; 
The thunder rolled as if in wrath, 
While lightning lit the wretches path, 

By the Almighty sent. 

The rain in torrents on him poured, 
As his imagination soared 

Deliriously high ; 
He saw the fiends before him dance ; 
Affrightedly he gazed askance. 

Then fell with piercing cry. 

— 33 — 



Bereft of reason there he raved, 
By alcoholic force enslaved, 

The victim of the bowl ; 
The morning found him cold and dead, 
His spirit had forever fled ; 

Where is the drunkard's soul? 

Come you with me and cast your eyes 
Upon his form where now it lies 

For burial prepared ; 
Behold the anguish-smitten wife, 
Beside the clay devoid of life. 

Who all his sorrows shared. 

Her hollow cheek and sunken eye, 
Her deep involuntary sigh, 

Bespeak the woman's woe ; 
King Alcohol crowned by the law, 
(Whose subjects rest on beds of straw,) 

Humanity's fell fo( 



Smiles at his work of ruin here. 
Laughs at the sorrow-moulded tear. 

With devilish delight ; 
And says, my friends, be not surprised, 
I by the law am authorized 

Your homes to blast and blight. 

— 34 — 



a 



I knew this man long years ago, 
When with his wife he used to go 

To church and sing and pray. 
He was a teacher of renown, 
And not a person in the town 

Could evil of him say. 

Fair and refined, a son of lore, 
He modestly his honors bore ; 

And was beloved by all ; 
I longed to show the men of God 
The power of the prince of fraud ; 

I figured for his fall. 

I studied long to form a plan 
To capture this respected man, 

But failed my every plot ; 
For he was fortified by prayer ; 
And shunned each artful, luring snare 

That ministers had caught. 

He seemed invincible, but I 
Resolved another scheme to try, 

Before I owned defeat ; 
And after six eventful years 
Success dismissed my many fears, 

My triumph was complete. 

— 35 — 



I knew if such a man should fall, 
That he would be beyond recall ; 

And marked him with the slain ; 
His lovely wife still 'with him stayed, 
His friends together for him prayed ; 

But all their prayers seemed vain. 

His little children cried for bread, 
But oft received a blow instead 

From him who once was kind ; 
His wife (once lovingly caressed) 
With sorrow never half expressed, 

In misery repined. 

Sometimes she wildly threw her arms 
About her husband ; and her charms 

And pleadings broke his heart ; 
And he would fall upon his knees. 
And pray to him who hears and sees 

Life's drama from its start. 

" ! God," I've heard the drunkard pray, 
" Tear, tear me from the curse away 1 
1 heaven break my chains ; 
My angel wife ! my children dear I 
O I God of mercy, lend an ear. 

Dismiss their fears — their pains. 
-36 — 



" Wretch as I am, they love me still, 
1 God 1 their hearts with gladness fill, 

Husband and father give 
Back unto those who by me kneel 
And echo to you* my appeal 

With them in love to live. 

" God, you have heard my prayers before, 
Restore, my God, restore, restore. 

The heart that once was mine ; 
My anguish stricken spirit cries, 
0, God of mercy, hear my sighs. 

Impart your grace divine." 

Thus have I heard him pray in grief, 
While mercy answered with relief; 

And he would start anew ; 
Again his children climbed his knee ; 
Again their voices merrily 

Echoed the building through. 

But I recalled him to the bowl ; 

I took his life and damned his soul; 

And am by law sustained ; 
Rum is the element that rules ; 
And those who drink it are the fools 

O'er whom I long have reigned. 

— 37 — 
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1 Thou Almighty God, whose holy name, 
So frequently I taken have in vain. 
Since thou dost still permit this wretch to live, 
O I God of mercy, do my sins forgive. 

For years I've wandered in the ways of vice, 
Yielding to every crime that could entice ; 
Rebellious atom of the meanest dust I 
I've plunged into each dark recess of lust. 

I own myself the meanest of the race, 
Steeped in depravity and foul disgrace ; 
So long I've served my passions and so well, 
That my reward should be the depths of hell. 

But Thou art merciful, 1 God, and lovest al 
Thou canst reclaim the sinner from his fall ; 
Then me forgive, I humbly implore, 
And, God of mercy, let me sin no more. 

-38- 
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Why do you speak of death with dread? 

He serves the dearest friend, we know ; 

He stills the heart and kills it's woe ; 
The weary listen for his tread. 

Without his aid we could not see 
The Saviour, who was crucified, 
Our elder brother, he who died, 

That he might set the sinner free. 

Death hears from God the kind command ; 
And hastens to the couch of him, 
Whose hair is gray, whose eyes are dim ; 

And bears him to the better land. 

The guiltless babe, whose lispings fill 

The youthful mother's heart with joy, 
Death touches ; and her little boy 

Is not : his little voice is still. 
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The mother clasps the lovely clay, 
And cries, 1 cruel, cruel death ! 
How could you steal my darling's breath? 

Why have you taken him away. 

His frozen lips her kisses press ; 

Like summer showers fall her tears ; 
But now no more her darling hears 
Her voice, nor feels her fond caress. 

Kind death is grieved to hear her moan ; 

He knows the weeping mother's love ; 

And calls a whisper from above — 
This little one was not your own. 

The lovely maiden you adored, 

Whose face with angel smiles was bright, 
Death touched ; her spirit- took its flight ; 

And to the realms of glory spared. 

You held her icy hand — O ! love I 

You cried, ! death my soul release, 
1 heaven bid my breathing cease, 

That I may join her above. 
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You would not have her spirit sent 
From heaven to its house of clay, 
To re-inhabit for a day 

The tenement from which it went. 



Death touched your darling mother's brow, 
And rent the chamber of her soul ; 
Her name was marked on heaven's roll, 

And she is with the angels now. 

You kissed the lips your prayer that taught. 
Those cold, pale lips forever sealed ; 
And there you reverently kneeled. 

And solace through their teachings sought. 

Was death unkind away to bear 

Your mother to her home on high? 
No I he was kind, you must reply. 

And pray that you must meet her there. 

Your father and your sister sweet, 

Death touched when they were on the sea ; 

Together home they went ; the three 
Are waiting there your soul to greet. 
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Was death unkind to take them home? 
You answer, No ! though you deplore, 
And wait the call of " number four," 

Without a murmur or a moan. 



If men would live to please the Lord, 

Death would not then displease the ear ; 
Death's call would not inspire fear ; 

Men tremble, dreading their reward. 
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You look with scorn on yonder wretch, who sells her 

soul for bread, 
With loathing. Yet for such as she our dear Redeemer 

bled. 
You speak of her as hopeless, lost, polluted, stained 

with sin ; 



But have you ever tried the girl from wretchedness to 
win? 



You speculate upon her shame without a kindly 

thought ; 
You do not know that she was by a Christian mother 

taught 
To flee from vice and cling to truth, to shun the 

tempter's snare — 
To take her sorrow to the Lord in simple, earnest 

prayer. 
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You do not know the deep remorse, the an^ish of her 

soul, 
The circumstances which have held the creature in 

control, 
You only know that she has gone from virtue's path 

astray, 
But tell me where and when, and how by whom seducedy 

I pray. 

Yon fallen creature you condemn, left friendless and 

alone, — 
Unsullied, virtuous and fair, unknoioing and unknown, — 
Was thrust upon this cruel world, where all you 

christians dwell ; 

And did they ever lift a hand to save the child from 
Hell? 



For work she sought, from house to house with tear- 

staiu,ed face she went ; 
And boasted christians heartlessly away the maiden 

sent. 
"We have no use for you," they said; "you are a 

stranger here, 
Without credentials — and alone — a wayward girl, we 

fear." 
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Her lovely face was paler now, her bosom heaved with 

pain ; 
Her eyes reflected the despair that occupied her brain ; 
The wind that blew her garments through seemed 

fighting for her breath, 
And with a sweet, despairing voice she prayed for — 

yes, for death. 



Poor, little, helpless, friendless waif! The wretch 

that her would stain, 
The pangs of Hell twice multiplied should in his 

bosom reign ; 
His soul into the depths of Hell to devils should be 

hurled, — 
For such as he with grief and woe and crime have 

filled the world. 



For death she prayed, but prayed in vain. The God 

who lives above, — 
Although they tell us that his heart is full of tender 

love, — 
Refused to free her wearied soul from its abode of 

clay. 

And hopelessly she wandered on, nor found a place to 

stay. 
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0! shame I contempt! She met a fiend who gazed 

upon her face ; 
And, smitten by her beauty, sought to lead her to 

disgrace. 
He gave her office work with him at dollars five a 

week; 
But stole her virtue, broke her heart, and paled her 

lovely cheek. 



Detected in their wickedness, he bade the maiden go ; 
And forth she went with nothing left but deep remorse 

and woe. 
She sought — my God I — a house of shame. She took 

a lower fall. 
While he, the author of her woe, respected is by all. 



His mother says : " That wretched girl, that led my 

boy astray, 
I pray that she may never see another happy day." 
She is a member of the church, — a follower of Christ. 
She tells her neighbors how her boy was artfully 

enticed. 
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To-day full many who condemn the fallen and dis- 
graced, 

If called before the Bar of God, with sins still un- 
erased, 

Would find a lower place in Hell, by sentence of the 
Lord, 

Than many creatures whom they have so bitterly ab- 
hored. 

Poor wdman ! Let her step aside, tho' led by hellish 

wile. 
And straightway she is ostracised — step back she will 

defile ; 
While he who led her to disgrace, to infamy and 

shame. 
Retains his standing in your hearts, and bears an 

honored name. 

To-day iniquity and vice are practiced on the side 
By thousands clad in garments of silk and filled with 

dirty pride ; 
And while they point and sneer and stare at modest 

virtue wrecked. 
They would not have a connoisseur their records to 

inspect. 
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You have a daughter of your own, a guileless, lovely 

child, — 
'Tis not impossible that she may one day be beguiled. 
Would you denounce her as a wretch, and drive her 

from your sight? 
Would you abandon her to shame, and leave her to 

tte "night?" 



For every fallen girl to-day some weeping mother 

prays, 
Prays that the grace of God may yet reclaim from 



error's ways 



The child, by cruel vice allured, or by deception led 
To sin, to sorrow, and remorse; to dark dishonor's 
bed. 



Our Savior said: "Go, sin -no more," and he her sins 

forgave. 
Then let us stretch a helping hand some erring one 

to save ; 
And generations yet unborn our efforts shall applaud. 
And we shall win the praise of men and the reward 

of God. 

— 48 — 



To those who have we often give that we may thus 

exalt 
Our little mean and selfish selves, conspicuous with 

fault. 
O let us with a loving heart alleviate some woe, 
Regardless of the how or when^ regardless of the show. 



And God,. who looks with pity on the fallen of our 

race, 
Will keep a place reserved for us beside the throne of 

grace ; 
And those whom we may yet reclaim and from the 

tempter free. 
Will blaze with splendor in our crowns through all 

eternity. 
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' ■ ■ ■ ■ 

A dying mother, still resisting death, 

Whose arrow to her heart had nearly sped. 

Said with her last gasping, gurgling breath : 

" My child, remember me when I am dead." 

The child, a winsome maid whose tear-stained face 
Was lovelier than language can express, 

Folded her mother in a fond embrace, 

Clasping the hand that could no more caress. 

*' Good-bye, sweet mother ; kiss your weeping child." 
But even as she spoke her spirit fled. 

Leaving the innocent and undefiled 

In anguish weeping on the silent dead. 

Few years have passed ; come with me, if you will, 

And see that wretched girl, all stained with sin ; 
Still beautifully fair— designed to thrill 

Aheart with rapture, and affection win. 

— 50 — 



Behold her perfect, her matchless face, 

Her captivating eyes, her witching smile ; 

Her graceful movements and her magic glance ; 
And tell me if you think that any guile 

Could live in such a being but by chance. 

Go, speak with her, the sweetest to hear 

That ever gave a charm to melody ; 
And if you do not deem the angels near. 

May you be spurned by all humanity. 

And is she wretched ! do you ask me? 

Yes! more wretched than her lovely lips can 
speak ; 
Not void of shame, though trapped by wickedness. 

For still the blush mantles her lovely cheek. 

! could " that loving mother " now behold 

The child to whom she said " remember me," 

And know the error that life controlled. 

How would her tears expand into a sea 1 

And shall I tell you how the maiden fell? 

How vice made merry with her purity? 
The vile seducer — ^implement of hell ! — 

Had robbed her ere she'd reached maturity. 
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He came in lover's guise ; with sweetened " talk '* 
He won her heart and — need I say the rest? 

And then, as if her misery to mock, 

To other hell-bred fiends the act confessed. 



Remorse, shame, sorrow broke her little heart ; 

And recognizing with a maddened brain 
That she had been betrayed by hellish art, — 

Deprived of what she never could regain, — 

She madly dashed adown the path of shame, 
The queen of fallen women, and the light 

Of lovely wickedness, of sin the game. 

Destine^ to reign, a beauty of the night. 

Where was the God the pious christian boasts 

When vice this sweet, defenseless child assailed? 

Where were the guardian angelic hosts 

When virtue fought 'gainst vice and vice pre- 
vailed? 

And shall we preach a God that guards the weak? 

And shall we tell of angels hovering near? 
Yes ! for we dare not otherwise to speak. 

For God is good, though strange events appear. 
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Curses on that soulless, vile, benighted and dishonor- 
able wretch ; 

Devoid of manhood, principle and sense ; 

Scorned by the meanest devil that inherits hell ; 

Mocked by the murderer; and shunned by intellec- 
tual deformity. 

Hated by man ; by woman held in most supreme con- 
tempt ; 

Despised by God, and by himself abhored ; 

So full of poisoned, rotten and disgusting guilt, 

That vermin from his presence crept away. 

Lest gross infection them contaminate. 

Yea I curses on that deep disgrace to hell — ^the slan- 
derer. 

His venomed tongue, like poisoned dagger held in 
coward hand, 

Strikes its defenseless victim in the dark ; 

Yea ! strikes him in the dark and in the back ; 

Hypocrisy inhabiting his mind like nauseous de- 
formity leak from his eyes ; 
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His smile illuminous, but the coward's face — designed 
by devils in high desrepute in hell — reveal- 
ing but the coward's knavery ; 

His whispered obloquy writes stigma on the face of 
innocence ; 

And paints dishonor on unsullied purity ; 

No noble impulse stirs his treacherous heart ; 

So mean, depraved and villianous his thoughts, 

That they would steal the temper from the steel with 
which I write, 

Should I attempt to tell you with my pen ; 

But mark, the day of retribution dawns, 

When vengeance armed with truth, 

Shall strike the cringing, groveling coward to the dust, 

And hell shall yawn to take his soul — ^if soul he have — 

While devils dart away in beds of brimstone 

To avoid the smell. 

Occasioned by his coming into hell. 

Yes! damn the treacherous, guilty knave; 

'Gainst him the gates of mercy close ; 

Hell open to receive the slave ; 

And feed him with your choicest woes. 
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In black the devil is arrayed ; 

Grief is depicted on his face, 
The hosts of hell are all dismayed, 

For M — F was a hard old case. 

She was his "bower right" for years; 

And served him faithfully and well ; 
But since she left him have his tears 

Extinguished half the flames of hell. 

He loved her dearer than his life ; 

His passion was so very hot 
He meant some day to call her wife, 

And take her to a cooler spot. 

But all his cherished hopes have fled ; 

No more hell grasp her by the hand. 
For M — F now is being led 

To " Canaan's fair and happy land." 

When first he heard the fatal news, 

That M — F was deserting him, 
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He jumped into his iron shoes, 

And started off with double vim. 

He found her on her knees in prayer ; 

He heard her loud for mercy yell ; 
He left the building in despair 

To make the story known in hell. 

Ye demons of the pit," he cried. 

Come hither all, and hear me speak ; 

Old M — y F r has denied 

Our cause and left us very weak. 

Each devil gazed in wild surprise, 

Then shouted with a fiendish roar ; 

Their yells united reached the skies ; 

And through the vaults of tophet tore. 



" But dry your tears my comrades bold, 
And let the old deserter go ; 
She cannot leave us * in the cold, ' 
And may be it is better so." 

For were she prowling here about, 

When all our arts to her were known, 

The sly old cuss might kick me out. 
And plant herself upon the throne. 
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I Written in reply to the defense of a libertine whose father was a 
magistrate.] 

Say nothing against him ! the faithless deceiver, 

Who fills our dear homes with dark sorrow and 
shame ; 

! no I if his mother should hear it 'twould grieve her 

To know that her son had dishonored his name. 



Say nothing against him I his father's a 'squire, 

V 

You him would offend should you speak of his 



son, 



As a libertine, dastard and infamous liar. 

Who should increase hell's population by one. 



Say nothing against him I speak not of his vices. 
But rather endeavor the stains to erase ; 

Say not of his faults, though he dozens entices 
From virtue and purity into disgrace. 
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Say nothing against him, to those whom you cherish, 

Admonish them not, to his company avoid ; 

But if they can't see for themselves, let them perish, 

'Twill be their own fault if by him they're de- 
coyed. 



Rise up, O ! avenger, and sharpen your dagger, 
And bury it deep in the libertine's heart ; 

We'll smile, when we see the vile reprobate stagger. 
His poisoned blood flow and his spirit depart. 
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LAddressed to a young lady whose reputation was at stake.] 

The perils that menace you S I see ; 

I see thee S disguised with a smile ; 

1 scorn and avoid him I be guided by me, 

And victimized not by his treacherous wile. 

ELSE. 

Sometime you'll think of me and say, 

! had I guided been by him, 
I would not have been lead astray 

From virtue to disgrace and sin. 

Matchless paragon of beauty ; 

Do not wreck your life in woe ; 
Hear me, and by me be guided, 

Let me speak before you go. 

I have seen life's rapid river 

Bearing you to raging seas ; 
I have seen the ship you sail in, 

Gliding swiftly with the breeze. 
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Well I know that ship you sail in, 

Know its navigator well ; 
He's the extract of deception, 

And his port of trade is h— 1. 

His ship at first through placid seas. 
This artful navigator steers ; 

But soon she enters sorrow's gulf, 

The waves of which are woman's tears. 

From sorrow's gulf to ruin's home, 

'Tis but a dash through error's strait ; 

O I don't through this water sail, 
Take warnipg ere it be too late. 
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One day the old devil came into our city 
And looking around he exclaimed " it's a pity, 
That so many people are singing the story 
Of life everlasting in mansions of glory." 

Said he to himself " I see many I started 
Last year in my work, have from error departed ; 
They study their bibles and wear happy faces, 
Although they were once my conspicuous cases." 

" I'll go to the principal dive in Ann Arbor, 
And look for my friend, that detestable barber ;"^ 
He entered with optics that shone like a beacon, 
And there he beheld an adorable deacon. 

The pious old man was exceedingly frisky. 
And smiled as he swallowed his bumper of whisky ; 
And though his old head was exceedingly level. 
He did not suspect that he drank with the devil. 
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The devil was dressed in most splended attire, 
And as he was warming his hands by the fire, 
He smiled at the deacon and thought it was funny 
To see the old fellow disbursing his money. 

Said he, *' I'll swear by the last resurrection, 
That it is a part of his Sunday's collection ; 
These lively old deacons are getting so handy. 
They pocket the church funds to pay for their brandy." 

" To-morrow is Sunday I to church I will travel. 
The sermon delivered, I'll try to unravel; 
Meanwhile disembodied around I will wander, 
And see how the students collateral squander." 

To Ypsi. he went in the space of a minute. 

And there found the students exceedingly in-it ; 

And yelled in the heighth of his wild exultation, 

« 
" Hurrah ! for the men of this fast generation." 

Next morning he boarded the motor at seven, 
And smiled as he thought of the service at 'leven ; 
But when the conductor came 'round for his ticket, 
'^he devil was riding ahead on a picket. 
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That morning he' went to the church per decision, 
And looking around with a smile of derision ; 
He spied the old deacon of whom I have spoken, 
Who looked like a sinner whose heart had been broken. 

The devil in shadow the rostrum ascended. 

And taking the chair for the parson intended ; 

He smiled at the rapidly gathering people, 

Whose prayers he believed were all lodged in the 
steeple. 

The parson arrived just a few minutes later, 

And sat on the devil, and blessed the Creator ; 

He chose for his text " by their fruits ye shall know 
them;" 

Said " Nick " to himself, " I could easily show them." 

His praise with rebukes he so artfully blended, 
That none in the audience could be offended ; 
The devil was charmed by the words of the teacher ; 
And rose in a shadow, and patted the preacher; 

And said to himself : " This sublime imitation 
Will help me to capture the whole congregation ; 
He measures his words with a square and a level, 
And praises the Lord while iie's serving the devil. 
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^* Those students up there in the gallery grinning 
• 
Are never rebuked for their devilish sinning. 

I know them by name, — ^they are mine to a sinner; 

Go on, Mr. Parson, and I am the winner." 

Next morning, like gentleman dressed, the arch-slayer 
Was seen with our highly respectable mayor, 
And told him, in language sublime and emphatic, 
That he was politically straight Democratic. 

• 

He spoke with delight of the recent election. 
And said : " It will count at the last resurrection ; 
But, really, I am sad when I think, now and then, 
About the great downfall of General * Ben.' 

" I feared that Jim Blaine, with his desperate cunning, 

Again for the presidency woulci be running; 

And in that event we were surely defeated, 

For Jimmie, most certainly, would have been seated. 

" I had little fear of that rank Prohibition, 
Although I am willing to make the admission 
That it, as a party, demands the attention 
Of parties who seek to prevent its extension. 
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'* I've quit the Republican party forever ; 
The liars it breeds are so matchlessly clever ; 
And robbers it owns ; so much stolen cash jingle, 
That I am ashamed with the rascals to mingle." 

Then, having discussed many matters judicial. 
He said his farewell to our doughty official ; 
And, feeling his business was prospering well, 
He slid to Chicago — headquarters of Hell. 
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Kcll2, S. 

When to study I started, 
From frivolity I parted, 
And a load of books I carted 

To my room at number three ; 
But my heart began to quiver, 
And nfy frame to shake and shiver, 
And a pain shot through my liver. 

When I met our Kelly, C. 



'Twas a fine October morning, 
And without a moment's warning. 
He began the castle storming. 

With his technicalic gun ; 
And his voUy followed voUy, 
Till old " Jumbo " and McCauUy 
Scratched their heads and said, by jolly, 

I am half inclined to run. 

— 66 — 



Then he smiled his sweet sarcastic 
With that mouth of his elastic, 
And he made a fine gymnastic 

Motion with his finger, so I 
Then delivered an oration 
With impressive gestulation. 
And we gave him an ovation 

Quite expressive of our woe. 

Then we studied every feature 
Of our grave scholastic teacher : 
Whether devil, bard or preacher, 

Was a subject of debate; 
Of the class was a division. 
But avoiding a collision 
We arrived at the decision, 

That he was a graduate. 

Graduate of what ! one uttered ; 
In reply, another stuttered, 
Half inaudibly he muttered, 

He's a graduate of — well I 
And a yell that split the ceiling. 
Our sympathy revealing. 
Like infernal music pealing. 

Tolled the class's funeral knell. 
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Kelly's penetrating glances 

Blazed like a flash of polished lances. 

And as Diabolis dances, 

Kelly flew around the room ; 
Then with poise aristocratic, 
And in paragraph emphatic, 
And in manner quite dramatic. 

Stood, and thundered out our doom. 

We were told in tones of thunder, 
That another foolish blunder 
Certainly would " snow us under," 

And we sat in silent awe ; 
For we frightened were and listened 
While old Kelly's eyeballs glistened ; 
Then our 92's were christened 

By a favored son of law. 

Then he quizzed us for an hour, 
And exemplified his power 
To compel a man to cower 

Under his magnetic gaze ; 
Though respected and admired. 
Still his rigor made us tired, 
And we very much desired 

That the man would change his ways. 
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So we called the men of science, 
And we made a strong alliance, 
And we set him at defiance 

And his indignation rose ; 
Yea ! his anger was excited, 
And he called us all benighted 
Wretches, and by nature slighted, 

Speaking loudly through his nose. 

And his breath was hot as mire, 
And his face was blanched with ire. 
And he swore to God he'd fire 

Every member of the class ; 
But upon mature reflection. 
Having studied our objection. 
He condoned the insurrection. 

And we let the matter pass. 

But he quizzed us with such cunning. 
That he kept our ponies running, 
While we were his glances shunning, 

And assisting comrade Ben ; • 
But he frequently suspected 
From the facts which he detecteii. 
That some men had been elected 

To assist the " Flunking ten." 
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Once as Zudermister stammered, 
And the class for " louder " clamored, 
Kelly with his Blackstone hammered 

On the table in a rage ; 
And while roasting an offender, 
In his manner " yery tender," 
Zudermister got a sender 

From the 22nd page. 

And it fixed him so completely, 
And was done so very neatly. 
That he smiled in triumph sweetly 

At the systematic game ; 
But Our Kelly had espied us. 
And suspiciously he eyed us, 
And revengefully he tried us. 

At a point where we were lame. 

And he smiled that he had caught us. 
But a guide the answers shot us, 
And though long our Kelly sought us 

To embarrass and confound. 
He was answered and defeated. 
And a yell our triumph greeted, 
And again was Kelly cheated, 

And in wrath his teeth he ground. 
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But his call for " definition " 
Oft fulfilled its awful mission, 
And excelled the Inquisition 

In the torture it produced ; 
For while he around was creeping, 
And with sharp inspection peeping, 
He would find a fellow sleeping, 

And another man was " goosed." 

With the cruelty of Nero 
He would often give a zero 
To the most accomplished hero 

In the class of '92 ; 
And if the poor cuss protested, 
Or his anger manifested, 
Kelly grew so interested. 

That he left him feeling " blue." 

Often thought we that disaster 
Would proclaim itself our master, 
But we turned the pages faster. 

And we made our ponies run ; 
And the book we loved so dearly • 
We committed very nearly, 
And we thanked the Lord sincerely, 

When we heard his sweet " Well done." 
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Now, my Junior friend despairing, 
While your work you are preparing, 
Cease your blasphemy and swearing, 

Quit the billiard-room and bar ; — 
Leave the witching little gypsy, 
Who resides in famous " Ypsi," 
And with whom you oft get tipsy. 

And you'll win without a jar. 
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[The author hearing a religious discussion put one of the arguments 
in poetic form.] ^ 

K , when I hear you christians talk, 

About the straight and narrow walk ; 

About the mercy of the Lord, 

And how He has His blessings poured, 

Upon his subjects here below, 

In nameless misery and woe, 

I sometimes doubt your sanity 

To thus abuse humanity. 

You tell us that your God is love. 
And looking from his throne above 
He sees his children in distress ; 
His heart dissolves with tenderness ; 
He is all-powerful and kind, 
And seeks the wounded heart to bind ; 
That He whose hands the sparrows feed. 
Will satisfy our every need. 
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You bid us love our neighbor well, 
And many pretty stories tell 
Of christian love and charity, 
Acknowledged now a rarity. 
You go to church and sing God's praise. 
And listen while the preacher says, 
Pray for the wretched of the land, 
On whom the Lord has lain his hand. 

You tell us that the Saviour died. 
That sinners might be sanctified ; 
That He is crying, " come to me 
From sin and error I will free 
The soul, that will my promise trust ; 
And dash his idols in the dust ; 
An hundred fold will God supply. 
And life eternal in the sky." 

You tell us God has made a cave, 
Where howling devils dance and rave ; 
Where burning brimstone scents the air, 
A place of torture and dispair. 
Where clothed with immortality 
Sinners shall writhe in agony ; 
And gnash their teeth and curse and wail, 
In God's abominable jail. 
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Now, tell me, do you believe, 

That all the blessings you receive. 

Have come in answer to your prayers ? 

If so, whence come your many cares ? 

Why are you sorrowful and sad, 

If your good Lord can make you glad ? 

Or, why so often step aside. 

If angels bright your footsteps guide ? 

Why are fell woe's ubiquity, 
And folly and iniquity, 
And sin, and every kind of vice 
Permitted mortals to entice, 
Away from honesty and right ? 
Away from purity and light ? 

Away from everything that's straight ? 
Away from love to cruel hate ? 

The world is full of vice and sin ; 
The weaker lose, the stronger win ; 
Virtue is sold to purchase bread ; 
Few are preferring death instead. 
Why does your God not regulate 
Affairs in so unfair a state ? 
Can he regard complacently 
This wretchedness and misery ? 

— 75 — 



If God be love, and have the might, 
To save us from our errors quite. 
And keep us safe from every wile, 
And banish all that would defile ; 
To make us happy and content. 
Why has He not His angels sent ? 
To guide us in the ways of peace, 
And bid our tribulations cease. 

If God be love, how can he bear, 
To hear his children curse and swear, 
And moan and groan and shout and yell, 
Locked in His everlasting hell ? 
Where all repentance is in vain. 
And they are doomed to endless pain ; 
How can some mortals here below 
Believe that God would treat us so ? 
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!Parod2 on the !Bui?ial of Sit? John IBoorc. 



Not a drop did he have of brandy or rye, 
And to Burke's for a swallow he hurried ; 

But when he came out we could tell by his eye^ 
That " Jamaica " within him was buried. 

m 

He came from tne Dar-room at quarter to four, 
And his nose was as red as a cherry ; 

And Hill five on the platform he danced and he swore, 
And acted exceedingly merry. 

No empty bottle his pocket contained, 

But a filled one in each pocket had he ; 
And he pulled out a flask of old rye and exclaimed, 
" I'll take just a drop for my daddy ! " 

Great whisky flask ! How he rattled it down. 
And he showed not a sign of stopping ; 

Until he detected the Inn -keeper's frown. 

And the lamp-post around him went hopping. 
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We thought as he staggered away down the track, 
To his dwelling not very "bewitching;" 

That his wife with a broomstick his noddle would crack, 
As soon as he entered the kitchen I 

Sad will he be when his whisky's no more, 

And over the bottle will ponder ; 
His heart will be sad and his head will be sore, 

When he meets his old lady out yonder I 

He was from his home only twenty-five feet, 
When he met his dear wife with a candle ; 

He knew what it meant, for the door made a leap. 
But escaped not the rolling-pin handle. 

Although you may smile as I finish the tale, 

It speaks of an awful disaster;' 
The wife for four weeks was confined in a jail. 

While her husband was using court-plaster. 
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Pat Barney was a hopeless sot, 
Who often cursed his sorry lot ; 
He in his youth was never taught 

To fear the Lord. 
In forty-eight he settled down, 
Marrying Sal O'Malley Brown, 
The biggest woman in the town 

Of Waterford. 



She weighed three hundred minus eight. 
Strongly contrasting with her mate, 
Who wouldn't weigh " divil the bate " 

More than an hundred ; 
Once full of whisky, home returned 
Poor Pat, and through the window squirmed- 
Poor, foolish cuss — he quickly learned 

That he had blundered. 
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O'Malley thinking robbers near, 
Jumped out of bed, pricked up her ear. 
And half in anger, half in fear, 

Began exploring ; 
Patrick was lying on the floor. 
Just opposite the bed-room door ; 
And presently began to snore — 

Ye Gods ! What snoring I 

"OchI holymitherl" Malley cried, 
"The divil's here, where shall I hide;" 
But as she turned to run, she spied 

Poor drunken Pat. 
She grasped the poker in her hand ; 
Patrick arose at her command. 
And she exclaimed, " how can I stand 
The like o' that." 

In mercy I will draw the screen. 
And thus obscure the latter scene, 
For very rarely has there been, 

So foul a fight. 
Next morning when old Pat arose, 
His eyes were talking to his nose, 
And torn in pieces were his clothes ; 

He cursed that night. 
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By all the holy saints he swore, 
That he would whisky drink no more ; 
And in disgust his hair he tore, 
And started for Gilhoula's store 
For liniment. 
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Here's to the rum that gives me cash, 
Though it certainly is poison trash; 
It kills the fool to whom I sell, 
And sends him down to a drunkard's hell. 

It stabs the loving mother and wife ; 

It murders men in the prime of life ; 

But it fills my pockets with glittering gold, 

Which I wrest from the idiots young and old. 

They threaten to fine me, but what care I ; 
A few shining guineas the jury will buy ; 
Then here's to the sale of the flowing bowl, 
Though every drop means a damned soul. 

Policeman I bribe with a schooner of gin, 
And it blinds them so nicely they never look in ; 
They swear I have closed and you can't get a smell, 
But my back doors are open as many can tell. 
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Then here's to the town where we do as we choose ; 
Where hoodlums reign, and fair justice abuse; 
Where rum is as plenty as brimstone in hell, 
And terrors are we who the article sell. 

PAT murphy's toast iN REPLY. 

And here's to the man that knows enough, 
To keep away from the cursed stuff ; 
'Tis poison, as its vendor owns ; 
You've lost a customer, Mr. Jones. 

It has made my home a scene of strife ; 
I have starved my children and beaten my wife ; 
And my poor old father who sleeps in his grave. 
Was slain by your whisky, you dastardly knave. 

And my brother, too, is beneath the sod ; 
Him you early sent to meet his God ; 
And even now I can hear his groans ; 
Good night, and good-bye to you, Mr. Jones. 




-83 — 



HS2 ^^*- 



'Twas 1890 when I met ; 
And sure I never shall forget, 
Though not remembered with regret, 

My first appearance ; 
That day a tall silk hat I wore ; 
And in pursuit of legal lore, 
I sought the campus to explore, 

Sans interferance. 



Two hundred seniors at me gazed ; 
Three hundred juniors looked amazed ; 
And speechless there I stood and dazed ; 

And fearing wondered ; 
While they united in a yell, 
That must have reached their friends in hell ; 
" Hat I hat I hat I hat ! behold the swell ; " 

Johnstone had blundered. 
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Retreat was useless ; on I pressed ; 

And if my looks my thoughts expressed ; 

And this may readily be guessed, 

I looked dejected; 
For I could very plainly see, 
The jeopardy that menaced me ; 
But hoped my mental agony 

Was not detected. 

I knew that I had often sinned ; 
And as those devils at me grinned. 
The murmuring autumnal wind 

Lisped " retribution ; " 
Strange are the doings of the Lord, 
Thought I ; and tliis is my reward ; 
But heavens ! how my heart abhored 

The institution. 



But it occurred to me " the * laws ' 
For all this racket see a cause. 
Though not intended for applause. 

It seems less vicious 
Than when it greeted me at first;" 
(For they long since have done their worst). 
But here, good friends I nearly cursed. 

For one officious, — 
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Long-nosed, lop-eared, ungainly youth. 
Blear-eyed, untutored and uncouth — 
A monstrous thing to. tell the truth — 

Lured by ambition. 
Approached the speaker from behind. 
And gave my hat a fatal wind ; 
And leaving me a moment blind, 

Claimed recognition. 

They cheered him, while my dear old plug 
Embraced my ears with fervent hug. 
Till with a superhuman tug 

I disentangled 
My head from the remains of that. 
Which might have been my wedding hat, 
Had not that senior on it sat ; 

And left it mangled. 

The rim remained, I raised it, bowed; 
And with' a voice not very loud. 
Returned my thanks unto the crowd, 

In language simple ; 
And while I spoke a maiden meek. 
While passing, paused to hear me speak ; 
And smiled till in her lovely face 

She shaped a dimple. 
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And others came as from the air ; 

As if to witness my dispair ; 

And while the wind blew through my hair, 

I sought the city ; 
And bought a cover for my, head — 
A little cap — pink, blue and red ; 
And those who knew the "racket" said, 

It was a pity — 

For him to be compelled to wear 
A thing that would the devil scare ; 
And here, I honestly declare. 

It did look funny ; 
I keep it as a relic, still, 
And part with it I never will ; 
No 1 not my dying day until ; 

No I not for any money. 
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Most accomplished legal students, 

Model sons of jurisprudence, 
I admire you for beauty and respect you for your lore ; 

But while gazing on your faces 

I discover many traces 
Of extended dissipation which I sadly do deplore. 

Vice is looking from your features, 

O ! you vile, depraved creatures, 
For you seek illicit pleasure at the brothel and the bar ; 

And your hearts, once pure and tender. 

Now to every crime surrender. 
Instigated by the devil and you can't conceal the scar. 

Heeding not your mother's warning, 
And all laws of virtue scorning, 
Deep you plunge in error and at admonition sneer ; 
And your conduct is unseemly. 
So that men remark extremely ; 
And you tax your poor old fathers for your billiards 

and your beer. 
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And I think it is a pity 
That we students in the city- 
Dp not often meet together in God's holy house of 

prayer ; 
For God kn9ws it would not harm us ; 
And there prayers would not alarm us ; 
And I gladly, very gladly, comrades mine will meet 

you there. 
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HIS NAME WAS PARROT. 



Miss has captured a parrot, 

An highly intelligent bird ; 
No owl of the forest can scare it ; 

No chanticleer ever has spurred. 

It speaks with the voice of a preacher 

The language of Spain and of France ; 

And is a most excellent teacher 
Of ethics of song and of dance. 

In rhetoric, grammar and science, 

In logic and general lore. 
It sets other birds in defiance. 

Defeating the owl in the score. 

Its words are sublime and selected ; 

Its gestures are marvels of grace ; 
And loved is the bird and respected 

By all who have gazed on its face. 
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Its eyes are expressive of feeling ; 

Its face finely chiseled and fair ; 
A little white down is concealing 

Its teeth, which are certainly there. 

It's gentle and mischievous never; 

It picks not at shoe string nor glove ; 
Nor will it a button dissever 

Prom garments below or above. 

It never flies off in a passion ; 

Nor hides from its keeper away ; 
But following modern fashion, 

Prefers with the lady to stay. 

'Tis strange, but it has not a feather, 
A wing, nor a tail, nor a bill ; 

But yet it is roaming in weather 

That ducks, geese or turkeys would kill. 

Miss regards with devotion 

This bird she so oft has caressed. 

Whose presence can fill with emotion 
Her sensitive quivering breast. 
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The bird with a like adoration, 
And smiles which defy imitation, 
Declares there is not in the nation 

Another so sweet as its dove ; 
And swears by its Almighty Maker, 
That it to a cage soon shall take her. 
Secure from the wiles of the fakir, 

Forever to cherish and love. 
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^be Supposed IDEcditation of a 
^Disappointed %ovzt. 

WRITTEN DECEMBER 34. 1891. 



One year ago I how can I tell 
The bliss of heaven, the pangs of hell, 
That filled my heart with hope and fear, 
Within the present dying year. 

One year ago I can I relate 
The story of my cruel fate? 
Can any words of mine reveal 
The wrongs I shall forever feel? 

One year ago I gracious God ! 
What thorny path my feet have trod ; 
The present year has brought me more 
Of grief than all the years before. 

One year ago I deathless love ! 
Whose torch was lit in realms above. 
Unchanging heart I impassioned soul I 
Why me subject to such control? 
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One year ago I How fondly pressed 
I, dare I name her? to my breast ; 

maiden fair, faithless heart, 

How could you from your vows depart? 

One year ago I What hopes have fled I 
How oft my secret heart has bled. 
Since fate proclaimed its stern decree, 
That tore my life's delight from me. 

One year ago I How long will last 
The recollections of the past? 
Must sadness ever be my friend? 
And grief my every path attend? 

One year ago 1 How did we meet ! 
How fondly did each other greet ! 

1 knew not then your beaming smile 
Was but intended to beguile. 

One year ago I how every kiss 
Promised to me a life of bliss ; 
! transcient, momentary joy 1 
Too sweet to last, born to decoy. 
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One year ago 1 Can language say 
The sorrow that is mine to-day, 
As in my hopeless loneliness, 
My tears I struggle to suppress? 

happy dream I your life is o'er. 
For though imagination soar 
Away to dizzy heights and dream 
Love nevermore shall be its theme. 
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IN REPLY TO HER VERY SARCASTIC LETTER. 



I laughed at your attempted wit, 
You're not sarcastic, not a bit ; 
Your poisoned arrows did not hit 

The mark intended ; 
I smiled at your botanic bed ; 
Was much amused at all you said ; 
I almost shouted when I read 

Your " con-des-cended." 



You condescended! my God ! 
Assumption, artifice, and fraud 
I've seen at home, I've met abroad, 

But this, heaven I 
Would make a very statue roar ; 
How high sometimes our minds will soar 1 
Your letter I received at four 

And laughed till seven. 
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affectation vail your face, 
Lest eyes observing on it trace 
The indications of a case 

To be rejected; 
For any idiot could see 
Your all assuming vanity ; 
Without which you would cease to be 

A thing inspected. 

You say you have a cavalier, 

I'm not surprised the same to hear ; 

May he be honest and sincere, 

I him admire ; 
But as for me, I should not care 
With you your high repute to share. 
Avaunt I Avaunt I A vacant stare 1 

My mind looks higher. 
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%hz ©iris of "OJo-daj. 

NOT ALL, BUT MANY. 



The girls of to-day, 

How accomplished are they ; 

They sing, play the organ and dance ; 
And watch for their beaux, 
Who they think will propose ; 

To marry they wait for a chance. 

Now nice they can be 

In " select " company, 
While blushing through powder and paint ; 

How sweetly they smile, 

As they seek to beguile 
The heart of a sinner or saint. 

But watch them and learn 

How industry they spurn, 
How careless and idle are they ; 

They novels peruse, 

And their brothers abuse. 
And naughty words sometimes they say. 
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They primp at the glass 
Till they think they will pass, 

And then they go out on the street ; 
And they wink, and they blink, 
And some naughty things think. 

Things which I care not to repeat. 

Their mothers at home 

Do the washing alone, 
And careworn and weary they sigh ; 

Their daughters away 

On the ** mash " every day 
To capture some moneyed man try. 

At night at the rink, 

Where they wear stockings pink, 
They glide on the rollers with grace ; 

And they hug and they kiss 

And they revel in bliss ; 
And often are thrown off their base. 

They dance at the balls, 

And they sing in halls 
With characters tenor and bass ; 

And little they care 

Who their merriment share, 
If they are germain to the case, \ ]{ 
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They crawl into bed 
With a pain in the head, 

At eleven, at one or at two ; 
Nor dream of the day, 
When their fathers away. 

Will take them to Kalamazoo. 

They rise about nine 
With a pain in the spine. 

And utter " my ! " and '' Oh dear I " 
And look so distressed. 
As they grumble half dressed, 

Their mothers are smitten with fear. 

Tis plain to be seen 
They are hopelessly green, 

Deceived while they think they deceive. 
And they laugh at advice. 
And they think it is nice 

To cause their poor parents to grieve. 

To those who will hear, 
(And my words are sincere) 
I say, take your mother's advice ; 
Throw off your disguise 
And be modest and wise, 
;%*Aiia be no more naughty, but nice. 

100 



t • 



%ha1i "M^zl^ZTiouz •Ejettep. 



When first we met the lovely moon 

Smiled from high heaven's arch above ; 

It was a balmy night in June ; 

I saw her face ; I learned to love. (?) 

I dream about that lovely face, 

Those eyes the color of the sky ; 
Time memory never shall erase, 

Though I recall it with a sigh. (?) 

My God I Why did we ever meet? 

Why did my heart with one great bound 
Leap from my breast to find defeat, 

And leave my soul with sadness crowned. (?) 

I sought her company ; but alas, 

Another had been there before ; 
But still when ere the maid I pass. 

My cruel fate I do deplore. (?) 
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There came a time when hope revived, 

When she would look on me and smile ; 

But ah ! the time only arrived 

To give me hope, and then beguile ( ?) 

The letter that to me she wrote, 

The one at least that bore her name, 

I answered with a little note. 

That urged my suit and pressed my claim. (?) 

But I received a sharp retort, 

Not from the girl, as you shall see. 

It was a letter from the court — 

Great heavens ! how it maddened me. 



A mystery I cannot solve. 

Envelops still the whole affair; 

I know not whom it may involve, 

But I shall know the game I swear. 

I do not here propose to tell. 

The " finer points " I might relate ; 
That I'm the victim of a sell, 

Is quite sufficient here to state. 
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This was my dear old father's hat ; 

He brought it from the sod ; 

He left us many years ago, 

His spirit is with God ; ^ 

Since then I left my mother dear, 

And wandered far in sin. 

But still IVe always walked beneath 

My daddy's beaver-skin. 

CHORUS. 

! my name is Pat Maloney, in singing I delight, 

And when I'm in a corner hard I'm not afraid to fight ; 

Sure I can win a lady's heart before you've time to 
wink. 

And never was I known to run, when asked to take a 
drink. 

My daddy wore the same old hat 
When he was seventeen ; 
The devil cannot find a spot, 
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Where it has never been ; 

It's been to many a jolly wake, 

And witnessed lots of fun ; 

Sure you would laugh if it could " spake " 

The deviltry I've done.-^CHORUS. 

When e're I meet the ladies fair, 

I doff my beaver hat ; 

Sometimes they smile ; sometimes they don't 

Know what to make of that ; 

Sometimes I take my whisky flask, 

And offer them a drink, 

And very rarely they decline ; 

Nor should they, do you think ? — Chorus. 

One evening I went down to Cork, 

I wore my beaver there ; 

And all the ladies on the street 

Pronounced me "very fair;" 

Sure, they would often make ine stop. 

With them to have a chat ; 

They don't suspect my beauty lies 

In daddy's beaver hat. — Chorus. 

Good evening lads, I must depart ; 
My lady's on the street ; 
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I'll button up my overcoat, 
And hasten her to meet ; 
O ! just behold her perfect form ; 
And give a cheer for Pat ; 
And wait a bit and you will see 
Me doff my beaver hat. — Chorus. 
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I knew two girls and what do you think ? 

They called one Jess and the other Jink ; 

Each in the other would confide, 
And each the other's secrets hide. 



Their occupation was to mash, 
At which they cut a lively dash ; 
They smiled upon the fellows all, 
And chatted with them in the hall. 

Their faces were not very fair ; 
The nose of one stood in the air ; 
The other's took a downward tilt, 
And was unfashionably built. 

The mouth of one crowded her ears, 
And twisted to the shape of jeers ; 
The other's mouth turned to the right, 
And was completely "out of sight." 
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The eyes of Jess were made to wink, 
As also were the eyes of Jink ; 
The color of Miss Jink's was blue ; 
The other's of a darker hue. 



The eyes of one, with meaning glance, 
Would very often look askance ; 
The other's eyes would follow suit, 
With look intended to be cute. 



The hair of one was yellow-red, 
A partial cover for her head ; 
The other's of a darker shade, 
Another partial cover mfvde. 

The feet of one were very wide. 
Defying skirts the same to hide ; 
The other's feet were long and thin. 
And toed conspicuously in. 

Natures defects to counteract, 
(They knowing everything they lacked,) 
Arrayed themselves in garments fine. 
And thought that they were " right in line." 

— 107 — 



They winked and blinked while on the street, 
At fellows that they chanced to meet ; 
And while indulging in such sport, 
They were protected by the court. 

They often threw their magic shots 
At inoffensive Mr. Spots ; 
And he was told to keep the peace. 
By letters speaking of ** police." 

To those who are to flirt inclined, 
I wish to say — ^bear this in mind : 
Modesty is the safest charm 
That ever can a lady arm. 

The sweetest thing beneath the skies, 
Is innocence without disguise. 
In timid, blushing, artless maid, 
I nconscious of her charms displayed. 
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One day, when fair spring was arrayed in its glory, 
And sweet little birds lent their notes to' the air ; 
An ideal beauty all blushing before me. 
Appeared on the bank of the river St. Clair. 

I gazed on her face with profound admiration, 
She smiled as my little skiff touched on the shore ; 
How could I resist such a pleasing temptation. 
To leap from my boat and abandon the oar. 

I lifted my hat and addressed her politely, 

Her voice was like music, angelic devine ; 

I stepped to her side and her voice trembled slightly, 

While resting her hand, bright with jewels, in mine. 

I told her I loved her, I kissed and caressed her. 
Tried every device her affection to gain ; 
And fondly, closely to my bosom pressed her, 
I plead for her heart and I plead not in vain. 
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Still my love is as deep as the fathomless ocean ; 
As firm as high Heaven's unchanging decree ; 
My bosom expands with its tide of devotion, 
That covers my soul like the waves of the sea. 



Spring is arrayed in garments fair; 

Heaven is smiling overhead ; 
The birds lend music to the air, 

But all my fondest hopes have fled. 



I asked if I might accompany her home ; 
I thought it would go — she was walking alone ; 
She rejected my offer with killing disdain, 
But I vow she shall never reject it again. 



Her mouth was friendly with her ears, 
A pair of glasses helped the sight ; 
Her nose was tilted to the right. 
She drove her father's brindle steers. 



The feet of the lady I met at the dock. 
Were large, and they covered one-half of the walk ; 
I smiled at the size of the boot that she wore. 
But groaned when beneath my old coat-tail it tore. 
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The Salvation Soldier of Waterville corps, 

As sinners they highly address, 
Present so amusing a scene on the floor, 
As upon it a blessing from God they implore, 
That laughter we cannot suppress. 



They shout and they yell and burnt brimstone we smell, 

As sinners they warn to repent ; 

While old Madam W and our lunatic Sell, 

Dance, wiggle and stare like two demons of hell. 

Until their excitement is spent. 



Then old " Father Blair," who the devil would scare, 

Should he meet him alone in the dark ; 

Cries, " glory to God I I the Saviour have found ; " 

And he looks like a cat that's been kicked from the 
ground. 

Or the devil away on a lark. 
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And when he has finished will M — y arise, 
And cause the old platform to shake ; 
While arrows of fire shoot out from her eyes, 
And the devil and all his array she defies ; 
And causes the sinner to quake. 

And then the Cadet — she's a sweet little pet — 

In language pathetic and sweet. 
Invites us to Jesus, she prays for us yet, 

a 

Although we the devil so often have met,'! '} 

And carried him in from the street. 
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My speechless friend I love you well, 
You always comfort to me give ; 
I'll keep you with me while I live, 

And gladly will your praises tell. 

In lonely hours you are near 

To drive my gloomy thoughts away ; 

I care not what the women say, ' 
Your presence fills my heart with cheer. 

Your praise is sung in every land 
By gentlemen, to say the least ; 
And at the banquet or the feast 

You are in very great demand. 

And congress, too, you oft attend. 
And senators to you are known ; 
And presidents respect have shown 

To you, my much respected friend. 
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Some say a noxious weed you are, 
Unfit for either man or beast ; 
But you are loved by bard and priest, 

My fragrant anti-care cigar. 

Then here's that you may always be 
With repu'table honest men ; 
I'll tell your praise with voice and pen 

Till borne across the narrow sea. 



%hz %ad2 to the (Sigai?. 



You dirty, stinking, nasty weed ; 

You loathsome tolerated curse ; 

Disgusting, foul, than whisky worse ; 
You are a rotten thing indeed. 



THE cigar's reply TO THE LADY. 

Fair lady, why make such ado ? 

Your husband has my company sought, 
And greater comfort from me got, 

Than he has ever got from you. 
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O ! Madam W , dear Madam W , 

To me your're a bewitching sight, 

I love your very frown ; 
And when you smile: — ! God above ! 
Your glance intensifies my love ; 

For me you'll win the town. 

Madam, when you begin to pray, 
In h — 1 we put our work away 

To pay you due respect ; 
And all the merry friends rejoice, 
And strive to imitate your voice, 

It strikes with such effect. 

And when you finished have your prayer. 
And it is swallowed by the air, 

We give a mighty cheer ; 
Then for a while we rest content, 
While trade increases ten per cent, 

For h — ^1 so many steer. 
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We like to hear the nasal twang, 
With which you emphasize your slang, 

So very well it takes ; 
But better like to hear your yell. 
Whose echo lingers long in h — ^1, 

And for us music makes. 

You are our nearest, dearest friend. 
On whom we largely do depend, 

For victims young and old ; 
You execute our work so well, 
That you shall fill a place in h — ^1 

That won't be very cold. 

We do not want you " yet awhile," 
For there are others to beguile ; 

Yea, many souls to win ; 
But when you reach that blissful spot 
Your chamber shall be very hot, 

Your garments very thin. 

But madam, when you quit this scene, 
And leave the drum and tamborine, 

To my dominions seek ; 
Pray bring old Charlie with you, too, 
But, madam, I must say adieu ; 

I'll call again next week. 
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The medic sat in his room alone, 

He held in his hand a long shin-bone ; 

Said he to him^f , " it would be fun 

To see the ghost of its owner run ; 

I bet that some medic made him fly, 

While his soul looked down from its home on high, 

And cursed the villian who'threw the stones 

At his fleshless, dry and rattling bones." 



I fancy now I can hear him swear, 

As he waived his bowie in the air ; 

As he dashed about from grave to grave, 

For the victim that he longed to shave ; 

I can see him now as he bagged his game, 

And home to his room in triumph came ; 

I smell the acid the rascal poured 

On the lifeless clay that his heart adored. 
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But why do I thus soliloquize 

On another's work ; can I trust my eyes ! 

Is that a funeral ; can it be 

That there is a victim there for me? 

Great Socrates I am I not in luck? 

I'll dig his carcass out of the muck ; 

I'll follow him to his narrow bed, 

With mourners stand with uncovered head. 

" I'll even try to shed a tear," 
He said to himself with mocking lear ; 
I'll say amen to the preacher's prayer, 
And a long and pious face I'll wear ; 
With this he off on his mission went. 
Like a greyhound on a rabbit's scent ; 
He marked the grave with an eagle eye, 
And heaved a hypocritical sigh. 

That night he sat in his room and thought. 

While his honor with dishonor fought ; 

He thought of his mother, gone before 

To the realms where mortals weep no more ; 
And he half recoiled from his shameful plan. 

But the devil killed his better man ; 

The thoughts of his mother flew away, 

And these are the words I heard him say : 
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" By all the infernal fiends that dwell 
In the burning sulphurous pits of hell ; 
By all the heavenly hosts above ; 
By my dear and sainted mother's love ; 
By him who died that my soul might live, 
Though he never may the act forgive, 
I shall execute my foul design ; 
He soon shall bs in my vat of brine." 

" And why should the God of Heaven care? 
He has his soul, and 'tis only fair, 
That I should carry his flesh away ; 
I'll borrow it till the judgment day; 
I hid my shovel under the fence. 
It cost me a dollar and fifty cents ; 
I borrowed it from a foolish Dent; 
ril heat him out of it— every cent." 

" Whew I I have not now a cent in cash ; 
I owe for my washing, room and hash ; 
I think I shall drop my old disguise, 
Apd see if I can't economize ; 
I had rather eat a human leg, 
Than be compelled for my bread to beg ; 
I know a medic who ate a slice, 
That he fixed with many kinds of spice." 
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"It is half-past twelve and I must go;" 
He started with shovel, sack and hoe ; 
At " one " he stood by the lonely grave, 
With his thoughts peculiar to the knave ; 
And throwing aside his coat and vest. 
He looked at his watch, and said, " I'm blest, 
If it is not nearly — well, just one. 
And my labor has not yet begun." 

He lit his pipe and began to whiff, 
And dug away for his spotted stiff ; 
And thus to himself soliloquized, 
" If the spooks about the yard surmised. 
That I were here they would come en masse. 
And dance me a hornpipe on the grass;" 
And just as he spoke a spook arose, 
And flew away with the medic's clothes. 

The medic started in wild pursuit ; 
He pulled his gun and began to shoot ; 
The phantom uttered a fendish yell. 
And called to it's aid it's friends in hell ; 
They came with a rush in smoke and blaze, 
And as every freightened coward prays, 

I 

So prayed the medic in his dismay. 
As he flew from the hosts of hell away. 
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He lit on a tombstone in his flight; 

He espied a devil on his right; 

And nearly of reason was bereft, 

When he saw another on his left ; 

With devils in front and spooks behind, 

Whose feet were fleeter than the wind. 

He thought his chance of escape was small, 

But he there resolved to fight them all. 

He grabbed a tombstone from its place. 
And dashed at the nearest devil's face ; 
But the devils laughed and they formed a ring, 
And they made him whistle and dance and sing ; 
And they picked him with their red-hot spears, 
And they pulled his hair and singed his ears; 
They drank his whisky, his pipe they smoked ; 
And they grew so friendly they even joked; 

Said one big devil, **you medics are 
The meanest men in the world, by far ; 
But so many souls you villians send 
To our home, we never do pretend 
To interfere with you medics, unless. 
You attempt our neighbors to distress ; 
But we will not have the spooks disgraced, 
By being by crazy medics chased." 
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The medic was then released, and swore 
To himself, that he would never-more 
Attempt to wallop the devil's clan. 
Without the aid of a second man ; 
And having decided thus, returned 
To the grave, at which he shortly learned 
That restless spooks were hovering near ; 
But he dug away with a feeling queer. 

He finally pulled the body out, 
And putting the canvas it about, 
He said to the stiff, " my silent friend. 
Do you not know, when medics attend 
A funeral it is for inspection. 
With view to speedy resurrection ? 
I'll fill the hole that you occupied, 
And then away with your carcass glide. 

He finished his work and sought his jag; 
There sat a spook on his canvass bag. 
And it had the medics coat and vest, 
Both buttoned over its hollow chest ; 
The medic though very much amused. 
At the phantom swore, and it abused ; 
But the phantom uttered never a word. 
Nor from the bag of the medic stirred. 
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Said he, you wandering shade of hell, 
Your purpose here I would have you tell ; 
Deliver to me my vest and coat. 
And get away or I'll cut your throat ; 
The spook in sepulchral tones replied, 
Three days ago my body died, 
They buried it only yesterday. 
And here you come on my flesh to pray." 

I had rather give to famished worms. 
My flesh with all its consumptive germs, 
Than have it carved by a medic mean. 
Whose hands, like his heart are never clean ; 
And although my spirit is in hell. 
Where yours must very shortly dwell^ 
The flesh that once formed my soul's retreat 
I shall never give to you to eat. 

The wondering medic calmly said, 
*' My friend when I heard that you were dead. 
Knowing you often attended church. 
And called the devil down from his perch, 
I thought that your soul was with its God ; 
Nor dreamed that your spirit walked abroad ; 
But I came not here to hear your woe, 
Get off that carcass for I must go." 
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He seized his shovel and made a hit 
At the ghost of the departed "lit;" 
It wrenched his arm at the shoulder joint, 
And the medic never scored a point ; 
The ghost enraged at the medic flew, 

But stopping said, " Great G-d ! is it you, 

• 

With whom I once roomed on street? 

My friend you are welcome to my meat." 

" 111 help you carry it to your cell ; 
The flesh of your friend whose soul's in hell 
Will keep you living a week or two 
On soup, a sparerib, a roast or stew ; 
Such diet I know you can endure ; 
' Tis better than dog meat, Charley, sure ; 
The dog we roasted last September, 
Was farly good you will remember." 

They bore the cadaver to the vat. 
Then sat by the stove awhile to chat ; 
They talked till the morning's earliest ray. 
Informed the spook that it must away ; 
The medic clasped its clamy finger. 
And as a sighing lover lingers. 
The phantom paused ere' it said adieu. 
Then it vanished like the morning dew. 
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The medic went to his bed of straw, 
And thought, till his heart began to thaw ; 
Said he, " Great heavens ! I am a beast, 
Hyena I on human flesh to feast ; 
Does my mother look from heaven down. 
Upon her boy with an angry frown ? 

■ 

Would she love me if she knew my heart ? 
Great God I and he made a sudden start. 

! heaven ! I must have been insane ! 
Great God I there's a hell within my brain ! 
Fiend, stay your hand I back, 1 imps of hell I 
Hark I how my funeral dirges swell ;" 
He raved till Morpheus closed his eyes ; 
In dreams his bosom heaved with sighs ; 
He woke with his reason quite restored. 
And trembling humbly prayed to the Lord : 

" If mercy I yet may claim, God ! 
If a heart replete with vice and fraud. 
By nameless pangs and torture riven. 
May be through Jesus Christ forgiven ; 
Then me forgive, 1 my God, I pray, 
And now wash my many sins away, 
And I'll be no more as I have been ; 
! Qod ! hear my prayer ; amen I amen I " 
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Of E. F. J. I shall tell, 

The grave disaster that befell ; 

He came here as a Boston swell, 

With tall and shiny hat ; 
He met the seniors on the stairs. 
He had no time to say his prayers, 
The seniors took him unawares, 

And on his shiner sat. 



That he was angry well I knew, 
But spoke a pleasant word or two. 
And boldly walked the seniors through. 

And Jerry's office sought ; 
His tile was twisted to the right 
As though he had been in a fight. 
He did not seem to care a might ; 

I know not what he thought. 
— 127 — 



Next day a little cap he wore, 
And looked as if his head were sore, 
And speaking of the racket swore 

He would investigate ; 
But soon he smiled and was jacose, 
And putting off his Boston clothes, 
And covering his many woes, 

Resigned him to his fate. 

He soon was with a damsel seen, 
As fair as ancient Sheba's queen ; 
That love existed there between 

The college boys could see ; 
But, ah ! I dare not say the rest. 
Although I know he oft caressed 
The girl, he never has confessed 

Even as much to me. 

He boarded with a widow sweet, 
She was accomplished, fair and neat ; 
Symmetrical of form, petite 

And pleasing to the eye. 
He cut her wood and fed her hens, 
And eggs he stole from neighbors' pens. 
And sought for berries on the fens 

With which to make her pies. 
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Sometimes in royal weeds arrayed, 
From virtue's path my subject strayed, 
And very frequently delaj^ed 

To pay his laundry bill ; 
And if I asked !him for the price, 
He always uttered language nice ; 
He cheated me fifteen times twice, 

And Johnstone owes me still. 

One day when he was minus cash. 
And owed for room rent and for hash, 
He went away upon a mash. 

With dollars six of mine. 
Soon sent a letter through the mail, 
Informing me he was in jail ; 
I hurried to him, went his bail, 

And paid the devil's fine. 

Next night I met him on the street, 

And in the air he threw his feet. 

And swore that " he would quickly beat 

My long and shallow head." 
That night three coppers on the walk 
Heard him disputing with the clock. 
And saw him hit it with a rock. 

Then to his room he sped. 
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The widow saw him when he came, 
And thought he seemed a " little lame," 
But when she heard the boy exclaim : 

" I smashed his dirty mug I " 
She laughed till Johnstone madly cursed. 
And all of the dispute rehearsed ; 
But Johnstone had received the worst 

And dropped upon the rug. 

The widow took him to his nest, 

And rubbed his head and him caressed, 

And talked with him awhile in jest; 

And lulled him into dreams. 
She sat beside him all the night. 
Because she knew the boy was tight, 
But did not have a ray of light 

Within the room it seems. 

Since then I think he has reformed. 
And at the gates of error stormed. 
And shameless sinners he has warned 

With artful calculation. 
He's left the bar-room and the balls, 
Regardless now of what befalls ; 
He lectures boldly in the halls, 

On " Modern Dissipation." 
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Johnstone's beply. 
Of L. E. K. I shall speak, 
He scarcely had been here a week, 
When he was taken with a freak, 

And G n at him swore. 

He always entered college late ; 
His hair was standing on his pate ; 
He was the subject of debate 

Of students by the score. 

Sometimes a smile adorned his face ; 
Sometimes his sorrows you can trace ; 
Sometimes he came with measured pace, 

But often on a run. 
The boys would cheer as he arrived ; 
But all their roasting he survived ; 
And lived among us and he thrived, 

Regardless of the fun. 

He flunked in Blackstone every day. 
But still he had the nerve to stay ; 
We could not drive the cus away, 

With ridicule ©r laugh. 
He did not seem to care a cent ; 
And all our f unniness was spent ; 
And we all agreed by one consent. 

No more the boy to chaff. 
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He ran a laundry on the share, 
And lived on very frugal fare ; 
But often went upon a tare, 

With blushing Ypsi maids. 
But few knew anything about 
His coming in or going out ; 
He always looked like saint devout, 

When off his escapades. 

He drove an ancient-colored mare. 
Like lightning round the city square, 
While he would ply the whip and swear 

To find some garments soiled. 
And when a wagon full he got, 
He put them in a single lot 
And crammed them in an iron pot. 

And there the garments boiled. 

He stowed the collars, cuffs, and ties, 
While tears were streaming from his eyes, 
And curses mingled with his sighs. 

And perspiration poured. 
He swore he would not wash chemise. 
Because the ladies hira would tease ; 
For every cool refreshing breeze, 

He stopped and thanked the Lord. 
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My sense of honesty it shocks 
To see his heap of stolen socks ; 
And now as down the street he walks, 

His neighbor's shirt he wears. 
He stowed away a big supply 
The cold of winter to defy ; 
He never hangs them out to dry, 

But some poor devil swears. 

One evening K. went on a toot, 
And like an owl began to hoot. 
And with his gun he tried to shoot 

A lonely midnight cat. 
The feline took him by surprise. 
And scratched him in the face and eyes ; 
I heard his agonizing cries, 

And rescued him from that. 

His cheeks were marked by many claws, 
And blood was streaming down his jaws ; 
He asked me what the d thing was. 

That ripped him up and down ; 
That bit his noseand tore his hair, 
He said, " I guess it was a bear ; 
" I hope that you will get your share, 

" Before it leaves the town." 
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One day while on street, 

He met a little damsel sweet ; 

« 

Admired he her face and feet, 

And made a sweeping bow ; 
But ah I a little from the court, 
Cut all his aspirations short, 
And he^was left a baffled sport, 
With sorrow on his brow. 

Poor, wicked wretch may God forget 
His many sins and save him yet ; 
His heart is broken with regret. 

As he recalls the past ; 
Remorse and sorrow claim his life. 
And cut his heart as with a knife. 
But soon will end his earthly strife, 

The boy is going fast. 
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Come Mountain Jack we'll have some port, 

Come quickly, don't delay. 
For Fenwick E. commands the fort, 

While Mary Ann's away. 



My feeble pen cannot relate 

The many thoughts my lips would tell ; 
But when I grasp your hand, old mate, 

I'll speak them all ; for now, farewell. 



When my life is extinguished and I'm in my grave, 

O ! this I request you to do : 
Let a big Union Jack over my remains waive. 

For I am a patriot true. 

1 Written for a Britisher while discussing patriotism.] 



[Being called upon to make a prayer in " select company " the 
author prayed:] 

Almighty God I to thee we bow ; 
We would confess our weakness now. 

And humbly implore 
You to our many sins forgive ; 
And let us erring mortals live. 

And learn to fear thee more. 
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You poets sleeping in your graves,' 
Lucky for me that you are dead, 

Else need I fly to hermit's caves, 
When you my poetry have read. 

With Burns and Byron in pursuit, 
And the immortal Edgar Poe ; 

With knives to carve, and guns to shoot. 
My life would be replete with woe. 

Shakespeare and Tennyson would swear, 

Wordsworth and Scott would also curse ; 

And Pope would yearn to pull my hair. 
And criticise my rhyme in verse. 

But they have gone, we know not where ; 

We hope that Burns is far from *• Tam ;'' 
We trust they all in " mansions fair," 

Are with the saints and Abrahamf 
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"9^0 "Hon. ©has. T{. "EaEhilFman. 



My friend distinguished, versed in human laws, 

And also follower the divine ; 
Firm, fearless and sublime in honor's cause ; 

By nature, noble, skillful and benign. 

Honored wherever merit is esteemed, 

Known and respected by potentates all ; 

Yes 1 wheresoe'er the light of truth has beamed, 
Applauding multitudes your name extol. 

Consulted on all questions that arise. 

Involving matters of importance vast ; 

And quoted by the eminent and wise. 

Are you, whose mind has never been surpassed. 

In court, while judge and jury with respect 
And admiration listen while you speak ; 

The cause of wrong ingeniously is wrecked, 

The robber baffled, and sustained, the weak. 
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In politics, a brightly beaming star ; 

Nay I more, a sun diffusing brilliant light ; 
Equalled by few, excelled by none, you are 

The friend of honest principles and right. 

The state of Michigan looks on her son, 

Smiling, while sister states his name applaud ; 

And as he triumphs, cries aloud, '* well done 
Thou friend of man and worshiper of God." 

These simple lines your virtues underrate, 
But if herein I anything have marred. 

You being quite as generous as great. 

Will pardon the obscure and simple bard. 

Accept this simple token of esteem, 

From one who fain would tell your worth aright, 
But speaks as one, who, having dreamed a dream. 

Speaks less than is apparent to his sight. 
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Kind sirs, the gratitude I feel, 

For kindness at your hands received ; 
My feeble pen cannot reveal, 

Nor has my tongue the same achieved. 

But deep within a grateful heart, 

Respect and gratitude exist 
For those, who saw my meager, art. 

And kindly offered to assist. 

And though the time may not arrive, 

When I your kindness can reward : 
Yet for that purpose shall I strive. 

And fortune may the chance afford. 

« 

And if success my efforts crown. 
Believe me, I shall not forget 

Those who assisted me when " down;" 
Nor you, your kindness shall regret. 
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Friend of the helpless and distressed, 
Bold in defense of the oppressed, 

Stern in denouncing wrong; 
Known as an orator sublime. 
By men of note in every clime 

Are you, in virtue strong. 

Loved by the generous and just. 
Known as a man whom men may trust, 

The vanquisher of fraud ; 
Invincible in legal tilt. 
Before you all opponents wilt. 

While jurymen applaud. 

Each touching, smooth, impressive speech. 
The hearts of jurymen to reach, 

You artfully compose. 
Strikes with a magical effect, 
And to a nicety correct 

The cause of justice shows. 
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Conscious of right in one's defense, 
Your spirit-thrilling eloquence 

Convinces and delights; 
Vile slander vails its guilty face, 
While Sawyer capturing the case 

With honor's sabre smiles. 

While oratory has a charm, 
Or truth can falsity disarm, 

Your praises shall be sung ; 
And men shall copy from the man, 
Feared by the devil and his clan. 

Whose weapon is his tongue. 

Wherever legal lore is prized. 
Or mighty genious recognized. 

There Sawyer's name shall ring; 
And cannons boom, and bands shall play. 
To celebrate the natal day 

Of oratory's king. 

In this, my tribute of respect. 
You many errors may detect. 

But I have sought to tell 
In simple truth, the praise of one 
Who ever has his duty done, 

And served his country well. 
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Accept it then, for its intent, 

From one to whom the Lord has lent 

3nt very little -wit ; 
Who feels his incapacity, 
But speaks of your sagacity 

Well as his thoughts permit. 

IMPROMTU. 

There stands A. J. Sawyer, 
That eminent lawyer, 

Whose eloquence wins hi m applause ; 
Right ever defending. 
To wrong never bending, 

By jingo ! beware of his claws. 



/ 
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My friend and brother in the law, 
/ We students fresh from Blackstone's pages, 

Need information much to draw 
From scientific legal sages. 

For though we have the " LL. B.," 

We must admit, it means but little ; 

In cases of emergency 

We find our points are often brittle. 

And shivering before the court, 

Or trying to convince the jury, 
How often we have furnished sport. 

And ground our teeth to quell our fury. 

How often have I nearly cursed 

On learning that my " declaration " 

By men in law profoundly versed 
Was called a fairly good oration. 
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But you, succeeding through your cheek, 
Have risen to a higher level, 
' And now you do not fear to speak, 
Opposed by either man or devil. 

And I, congratulating you 

(For, honestly, I cheek admire), 

Smile as the gentile or the Jew 

Seeks to avoid your " legal fire." 

But, "Ben" (and now I do not jest), 

I offer you congratulations. 
For you have caused some of the "best " 

To laud your legal combinations. 

And when a few years shall have passed. 

With " Whitman " you may safely tussle, 

And if I properly forecast. 

You'll make the artful lawyer hustle. 

But yet, while you I much respect, 

I here shall add a word of warning : 

When Johnstone's bill you would collect, 
Send me a notice in the morning. 
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For should you take me by surprise — 
(I by me keep a loaded rifle) 

From which I think you will surmise 
It would embarrass you a trifle. 

But, when a fortune you amass, 

My friend, and feel inclined to throw it. 
Be kind enough my way to pass, 

Remembering the humble poet. 
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Two suitors for a maiden's hand, one rich the other 

poor, 
Tried most persistently and long her promise to 



secure ; 



The one had "cash," but little "sense," the other 

" sense " alone. 
The maiden loved the man with " sense," but this she 

would not own. 

« 

The man with " sense " could entertain and give her 

much delight. 
The man with " cash " she often wished would hide 

him from her sight. 
But still she knew what "money" meant (she little 

had herself) 
The man with " money " she disdained, but coveted 

his pelf. 

The maiden thought " I'd like to have his * cash ' at 

my command. 
And if I marry him I'll be a lady rich and grand ; * 
But if I marry * Fred ' 1 dear I I know not what to 

do;" 

And love and pride,were to decide the fate of suitors two. I 

i 
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One evening while the man with " cash " sat near her 
while she sang, 

The man with " sense " with steady hand the door- 
bell gently rang ; 

She said " come in," he entered while the man with 
" money " stared, 

The maiden blushed, her heart she hushed, and there 
the two compared.^ 



She knew within her " heart of hearts " she loved the 

man with " sense," 
For hje was wonderfully bright and void of all 

pretense ; 
The man with " cash " sat like a block, as if he feared 

to speak, 
The man with " sense " said to himself, " this man 

indeed is meek." 



Alone, she said, " I'll longer wait, as if their love to 
test ; " 

The man with " money " gave her time, the man with 
" sense " confessed 

That he suspected that she cared too much for cur- 
rency 

And said, " to-day you must decide between his cash 
and me." 
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The maiden hesitated long, and then replying said, 
" It would be folly poverty with poverty to wed, 
I like you, this I will admit, but thai would not supply 
The very many things I need, my tastes to satisfy." 

The man with " sense " replying said, " Well ! satisfy 

your taste ; " 
And said " adieu ! " and nothing more, and left her 

side in haste ; 
She watched him till he disappeared, and fondly 

hoped that he 
Would call, as he before had called, and sighed 

regretfully. 

That night the man with " money " called, and smil- 
ing gladly, said, 

" I see your friend has gone away." " What ! has he? 
really? Fred?" 

" Yes 1 it was he," the man replied, " I saw him when 
he went ; 

Do you not think you time enough * considering ' have 
spent? " 

The maiden said, " I have indeed — accept my solemn 

rw). 
And kindly bother me no more, and from my 



presence go ; " 
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The man with " cash " was shocked, amazed— depart- 
ing in despair, 

He wondered in his shallow mind what had transpired 
" there." 

The maiden hurried to her room, and sobbed in deep 

regret ; 
Why had she driven him away, whom she could not 

forget I 
! could I but those words recall I I didn't mean it, 

Fred I 
0! what is life without your iovel I wish that I 

were dead ! 

A year passed by, g,nd Fred returned, and very rich 

was he. 
His good old uncle having died away beyond the sea 
Left him a fortune ; he returned apparently as poor 
As when he vainly sought the hand of Allie to secure. 

He met the maiden at the park one afternoon by 

chance ; 
She gazed a second, half in doubt, then made a quick 

advance, 
And cried " 1 Fred I can you forgive ! forget ! and 

love me still ! 

Speak kindly, Fred 1 a cruel word from you my heart 

would kill. 
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And Fred replied, " I love you still as man ne'er loved 
before, 

Although the words you uttered once my very heart- 
strings tore ; 

No sign of sadness, nor of care, shall on your brow be 
traced. 

For I have wealth at my command to satisfy your 
taste. 
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Show me the man whose life has been and is so pure, 
That he would have me tear at random but a chapter 

— nay, two pages from the record of the same, 
And read it where the public might hear ; 
I would, that every record of the lives of men spoke 

but of Christian purity and love. 
Unmixed with evil thoughts and base desire. 
Unstained by selfish motives and dishonest schemes, 
Unmarred by treachery and mean deceit. 
But men, in guise of saints will sweetly smile, and 

fairly talk. 
And God address in prayer prolonged and loud. 
While treachery and vice lurk in their hearts. 
And in their minds they mischief deep devise. 
And plots they form, their brothers to defraud ; 
And lies they tell, or if they do not lie. 
They hide the truth, the which if known to those with 

whom they deal. 
Would operate to foil their foul designs. 
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And yet, are they the foremost to condemn him, who 

in error falls, 
Although his error be an accident, 
May heaven's vengeance fall on such as they, and blot 

them out, 
And may their wickedness die with them 
Nor be inherited by those who owe their lives to such 

as they, 
And may they be remembered but as curses to the 

race. 
And friends of fraud, deceit and lies. 
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To-day the man with money 

(Such as he whose father having hoarded all his 
life and dying left a fortune to his son — the son 
perhaps a fool, but though he be a fool it matters 
not), 

May move in the society ; yea, be a little god in the 
society — a brainless god ; 

And men will flatter him — and women too — 

And laugh at all his " funniness " and call him 
"smart;" 

And in his presence men will creep and cringe, 

While he in blissful ignorance of his conspicuous 

stupidity. 
Never suspects that he is silly, sickening, and deficient 

mentally. 
Nor, that without his money he would be the football 

of the clown. 
And subject of the sympathy of those to whom the 

Lord has given natural intelligence, 
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How many mothers with an eye for gold, their eligible 

daughters help to gain by marriage such a blank 

nonentity, 
Yea I urge them to accept his offered hand 
When well they know a rat would be ashamed to boast 

so small a brain has the son-in-law elect ; 
But " money," dollars, money will supply the lack of 

sense I 
0, poor deluded worshiper of gold, look but a month 

ahead, 
And see your child in gilded misery 
Tied to a mass of almost senseless clay, whose very 

presence makes her blush with shame, 
Recoiling in disgust from him, 
The grossness of whose nature shall have weight to 

drag her down." 

How often to-day we examples behold 
Of parties, who have less of sense than of gold. 
How often young ladies such parties pursue, 
Allured by their cash ; it is sad but it's true. 

Such parties are " spotted " at home and abroad. 
Their " motto " is " bluster " and self is their god : 
You, nothing can teach them, and knowing it all, 
Their actions denote their unparalleled " gall." 
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'Tiis true there are many with money and wit 
Whom people respect, when their actions permit; 
But those who on money depend for respect 
The devil disdains, but he will not reject. 
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I scorn the wretch, who never speaks frail woman 

to defend. 

Who laughs at virtue, curling up hi^ lip, 

With thought, though oft unspoken, still expressed ; 

Such men — and many such abound— draw their con- 
clusions from the mouths of 

Low, unprincipled, debauched, mean, vile, degraded, 
empty-headed " blows " 

Who speak familiarly of A and B, 

When, if the truth were known it would appear that 
A and B are high above reproach; or mayhap, 
from their knowledge of the characters with whom 
it is their pleasure to associate ; 

But men there are, who, being vile themselves 

And glad to hear of evil's victory, speak that of which 
they well might be ashamed 

With reference to those, of whom no ill they know save 
by report. 

And thus is many an innocent defamed by some low- 
minded, vice-polluted ihingy 
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Who hides the good he knows and speaks the ill that 

some one else surmised. 
All such are menaces to decency, 
And should be treated by contempt by all, 
Who love their wives, their mothers, and their sisters 

fair, and virtue sweet respect ; 
And he, who has not this respect 
Should be, where was the man, who — in the parable — 

for water begged. 
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55ddpeaacci to a libertine. 



You shameless villian, curse and fraud, 
Dispised by sinner, saint and God, 
Avoided by all things that crawl, 
Save vermin from your head that fall ; 
Loathed most by those whp know you best. 
Condemned by many crimes confessed. 
Spurned even by the imps of hell. 
Who swear when near you they can smell 
An odor worse than that which comes 
From rotten carcasses of " bums." 
Yea I worse than odors that arise, 
When satan hearts of harlots fries. 
Betake yourself to some lone spot 
Remote from man, lie down and rot ; 
And rotting (if there still is sound. 
Of flesh about you, half a pound) 
Pray that an ample space in hell 
May be allowed to hold the smell — 
Which in a measure will atone 
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For all the misery and moan 
You have occasioned here on earth 
Near from the hour of your birth — 
By dispossessing every breeze 
That o'er you blows of foul disease, 
Which, otherwise, I truly state. 
Would soon the world depopulate. 
Till now it ne'er occurred to me 
How God, for satan's deviltry 
Would punish him ; but now 'tis clear, 
To dwell with you for but a year. 
Would punish him sufficiently, 
But think of all eternity. 
Though I iniquity despise. 
With satan now I sympathize. 
And hope Jehovah will relent 
When satan three months shall have spent. 
With you, consigning him to cell 
A million leagues removed from hell. 
Which shall be Heaven when compared 
To torture which he shall have shared 
With you-— corruption brimstone boiled. 
Prom which all hell shall have recoiled. 
1 monster, vile, inhuman wretch. 
When you your limbs immortal stretch, 
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(Fashioned to bear unceasing pain 
Com^iunicating with the brain) 
In hell among the liquid flames, 
Think of your victims— call their names, 
Perchance it may your conscience ease — 
Your nameless agony appease ; 
Think of the guileless maid that you 
From virtue's path so rudely threw, 
And this may comfort to you bring. 
Like water from a boiling spring. 
Yea ! think of her whose mother taught 
The prayers that you so soon forgot ; 
The sweet accomplished, spotless child 
You, by your treachery beguiled ; 
You were carousing when she died, 
The wronged, the lovely suicide. 
Think of the tears her mother shed, 
And how her heart in anguish bled, 
While gazing on the lifeless clay 
Of her, whom you had lured astray ; 
And many others I could name, 
By you consigned to woe and shame ; 
Think you of these, polluted knave. 
While you in tophet writhe and rave ; 
And with your seasoned tongue exclaim 
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" I played with evil — lost the game," 
This is my bud of misery 
That blossom shall eventually. 
1 rotten thing of wickedness, 
Had I the language to express 
The loathing and contempt I feel, 
I'd make your rotten blood congeal 
By a description of the worst — 
The vilest wretch that ever cursed 
Humanity, since Adam fell — 
Abhored by souls here and in hell. 
These lines you flatter, I confess, 
Compared to those that would express 
The depth of meanness of your heart, 
Nay I even the minutest part. 
Black-hearted monster^ villian, sneak, 
Whose name would satan blush to speak. 
Redemption's limit you have crossed. 
And hell will take you at its cost. 
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%o ®. TD. !Baeon. 



My noble friend : 

You, whose unwavering kindness did for me, 

More than the poor recipient of your aid can tell. 

How can I show the gratitude I feel ? 

Or, how enumerate your many generous acts. 

By which I profited, known but to you and me ? 

Remembering the past, I fain your name would carve 

Among the names of those to whom the nations bow 
in reverence ; 

And, if you were but known unto the world, 

As you to me are known, then would a world's, ap- 
plause your ears salute. 

On every zephyr, proud to bear its freight, your name 
would float, 

And faint the cheer that greeted the triumphant war- 
riors of old, 

Compared to that, that would go ringing own the 
ages, 

Swelled by generations yet unborn, 
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To honor one whose true nobility the world has yet 
to learn — your generous self. * 

Great deeds great praise deserve, 

But praise is oft awarded him, who is not actuated by 
a noble aim, 

But seeks for praise alone, and hence his deeds ; 

But we had better praise an hundred such. 

Than fail to tell the worth of one unselfish, meritori- 
ous soul. 

Whose kindly acts angelic hands record. 

Who sounds no trumpet to attention call to charitable 
acts, 

But listening to the approving voice of conscience. 

Smiles and is contented. 

Knowing that he has helped his brother man. 

And such a man are you. 

For I have known you long, and know of what I 

speak, 
And I could use an hundred pounds of steel 
Writing about your many noble acts. 
And then have but a chapter in the book. 
The which, if finished, would contain only a brief 

account of all your generous deeds ; 
And there are many, who if they shall read these 

lines, 
Will say amen. 
And add their praise to this my feeble eulogy. 
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^0 W2 IBBotber. 



Dear mother ! you whose counsels guides 
My footsteps wheresoever I roam, 

Whose voice I heed what e'er betides, 
Dear mother I I am coming home. 

Long years have passed since last I kissed 
The lips that taught my own to pray ; 

And mother, how your boy has missed 
Your kindness I can never say. 

Often has sadness claimed my tears ; 

Misfortune often has assailed ; 
But through the long and dreary years, 

I've struggled on and have prevailed. 

I would not have you know the care 

And sorrow that your boy have pressed 

With strangers, shadowed by dispair. 
And almost hopelessly distressed. 
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But mother, when of you I thought, 

Recalling the eventful past, 
With courage re-revived I fought ; 

I challenged fate, I won at last. 

I thought of all your tender love, 
Your deep, prolonged anxiety. 

Your prayers that sought God's throne above. 
Your steadfast christian piety. 

How oft I have recalled the days. 

When mother led me by the hand. 

Along the old familiar ways, 

Down to the church sublimely grand. 

And while God's praises there you sung. 
Or spoke of his redeeming grace. 

How closely to your side I clung. 

With eyes that sought my mother's face. 

And when at night my prayer to speak, 
I've dropped my head upon your knee, 

Your tears have fallen on my cheek. 

While you have softly prayed for me. 

Dear mother ! then my heart was pure. 

By sin and vice still undefiled ; 
But since, temptations which allure, 
Have many times my heart beguiled. 
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But though IVe erred, you love me still, 
As tenderly as when in youth ; 

You sought God's precepts to instill, 
And led me in the ways of truth. 

And mother, though I've gone astray 
From rectitude and found remorse, 

Your admonition every day 

Has urged me to a better course. 
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ISQiseellancouS). 



Mother ! time never shall erase 

The memory of the "speaking" look, 
You gave me at our last embrace, 

When hope you had almost forsook. 

And father too, it hurt my heart 

To see you so with grief distressed ; 

And when compelled from you to part, 
I felt my error and confessed. 
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%imz to W2 *D2ing ©ouaiix], Wizz !B. TB. TB, 



Bessie I dear cousin, they say you must die, 
Since Jesus has called you let nobody sigh. 
For soon in the arms of the Monarch of Peace, 
You'll safely be sheltered from sin and disease. 

Though hard it may seem while so young to depart, 
From all that is nearest and dear to your heart', 
Remember, dear cousin, in Heaven above. 
No sorrow nor sickness exists — all is love. 

The great, sinful world you are shortly to leave, 
And Jesus is waiting his own to receive ; 
The Angels are glad and around the great throne, 
Will Joyfully welcome the wanderer home. 
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%o (Epaec, 



Last evening I went to the house of salvation, 
Dismissing my thoughts of a difficult case ; 

And ere Dr. Logic began his oration, 

I half closed my optics and thought upon Grace. 

The preacher began with, " dear sister, dear brother," 
And tears trickled down his religion-lit face ; 

He chose for his text, " That ye Love One Another " ; 
I certainly thought he was speaking of Grace. 

He spoke with impressive and pleasing emotion ; 

He painted the errors of poor Adam's race ; 
He spoke of sincerity, love and devotion, 

And softly and sweetly of heavenly Grace. 

I echoed the sentiments all of the preacher, 
And uttered Amen in the deepest of base ; 

I thought him, indeed, a most excellent teacher, 
Because he had jiiat my idea of Grace. 

Wherever I wander for profit. or glory. 
Across the Atlantic, or regions of space. 

Still shall I remember in song and in story, 
The Maid of Ohio, my little friend Grace. 
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%o Q. %. !B. 



G to-day though fair nature was smiling, 

Your E was thoughtfully, silent and sad ; 

But thoughts of your love are my sadness beguiling, 

And dreams of the future are making me glad. 

• 

It costs me a struggle to stay from you, dearest — 
A struggle with passion by reason opposed ; 

Though absent from me you are ever the nearest, 
For love such as mine has been rarely disclosed. 

My fondest of darlings, mine now and forever, 
You ever will love me and always be true ; 

The tie that unites us, what forces could sever ; 
My darling G I'm dreaming of you. 

Though fame cries aloud to my lofty ambition, 
And bids me climb to the heights of renown ; 

I ever am yours with whatever position. 
It please my fortune my efforts to crown. 
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%o ©• %. !B, 

[Written for J 



G I gaze on your beautiful face, 

On the photo that rests on the rack ; 

And the love of the past, 

Which forever shall last, 
Comes rushing resistlessly back. 

Though years have gone by since I pressed to my 
> heart, ^ 

You dainty symmetrical form. 
Still the love that I knew. 
When I thought you were true. 
Has been with me in sunshine and storm. 

Whfen softly you told me that you would be mine, 
I threw every doubt to the wind ; 
While your velvet-lined kiss, 
Made me frantic with bliss. 
And your arms 'round my neck were entwined. 

— 171 — 



Heaven I G how truely I loved ; 

How fondly — ^how fatally so ; 
But you threw me away, 
From your heart in a day, 

And cruelly bade me to go. 



I went, but your image was with me the while ; 
I thought you would bid me return ; 

But you listened to those 

Who had tales to disclose, 
Whose purpose you could not discern. 



They slandered my name and denounced me as wild ; 
They blighted the hopes of my life ; 

But by him who reigns, 

I am forging the chains. 
That shall feel to their hands like a knife. 



They tore from my heart what I ever shall love ; 
They left my life empty and void ; 

But near is the day 

When they'll bitterly pay 
For the cruelty they have enjoyed. 
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Yes ! they shall repent, but it will not avail 

To lessen the sorrow I feel ; 
For I love with a love, 
That was kindled above. 

Which I cannot express nor conceal. 



For years I have carried a sorrowful heart. 
And vainly have tried to forget ; 

But No I Never! No! 

With my smile-covered woe ; 
G I'm loving you yet. 



G G how could you recall 

Your promises kiss-sealed and fair ; 

How could you so shun 

The affection of one, 
Whose fortunes you nromised to share. 



How oft you have rushed to my arms with a smile, 
And clung to my lips with delight, 

Then did you not love ? 

By the heavens above, 
I swear that you did, am I right ? 
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Yes I then did you love me, I know it, I feel 
There are times when you think of me yet; 

Can you think of the past. 

And your cruelty vast, 
And feel not remorse or regret ? 
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%o ©. %. !B. 

[extempore.] 



G your latest dismissing my fear, 

I read and re-read with delight ; 
And fancied I heard you repeating, Dear ! 

Will he meet me Saturday night ? 

The sky may be cloudless my own little dove, 
Or the stars be obscured from our sight ; 

But if I'm not called to the heaven above, 
I'll meet you on Saturday night. 

You'll kiss and blush and be bashful a while, 

As I hold you so lovingly tight ; 
My heart you will thrill with your heavenly smile, 

When I meet you on Saturday night. 
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%o HSg (2ou2jm, Wizz Z. % %. of 15. ^ 

[Written one day aA«r my arrival in Ann Arbor.] 



I have reached my destination, 

Passed without examination, 

And I duly am admitted to the school ; 

I shall study like the d — ^1, 

'Till I rise above the level 

Of the amateurs who with the statutes fool. 

When I win a name of glory, 

I shall give the world my story, 

Of my struggles in my sadder early life; 

It will fill you with emotion, 

When you learn the true devotion, 

I have given every effort in the strife. 

Then, adieu to pride and fashion, 
I shall conquer every passion. 
That invites me from my chosen task to roam; 
Though dame pleasure smiles and beckons. 
She forgets with whom she reckons, 
3he will entertain me rarely 'till at home. 
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When at home, I mean when finished 

Are my studies, and diminished 

Are the trials which must follow such a course. 

Though you'll think I long have tarried 

S if I find you married 

I shall speedily procure you a divorce. 
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%o T{zx>. %. T. H. 

[in jest.] 



I'm in the wild and woolly west, 
A stranger here as may be guessed, 
But God is with me even here, 
And bids me hope and nothing feav. 

The students here with whom I live, 
(May God their wickedness forgive,) 

Are d ^Is from the letter "A," 

And all from virtue gone astray. 

At night they loudly shout and yell 

Like messengers dispatched from h ^1, 

For whisky is as plenty here 
As is in Boston Larger Beer. 

To-day I went to church and heard 
The man of God proclaim the " word " 
His text was this — " Thy Neighbor Love," 
He soared from earth to realms above. 

He raked the sinners fore and aft. 

Some ground their teeth while others laughed ; 

He shouted the commandments ten. 

And wound up with a loud " Amen." 
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IHBg (2i?edilFor. 



One cold evening last December, 
Which I ever shall remember, 
I was sitting in my study — 
Thoughtful, silent, sad and lone ; 
Brooding o'er my care and sorrow 
Wondering, if I to-morrow. 
Could a little money borrow, 
For I had none of my own. 



While I sat in contemplation. 
Almost cursing my creation. 
Bang my door-bell loudly sounded, 
And I rose, my guest to greet. 
Hoping, that he was a scholar. 
Who, perhaps, would loan a dollar. 
But, alas ! he was a caller 
Whom I did not care to meet. 
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Well I knew his every feature, 
He was neither saint or preacher, 
For he dealt in coal and cord-wood, 
And his business was to " sell," 
And his eyes bespoke his ire, 
As he hastened to inquire 
Could I pay him for my " fire?" 
What was I the man to tell? 



He was " mad " but I was " madder " 

He was sad but I was sadder. 

And I said " my friend, I'm " busted " 

Left without a single dime ; 

I shall settle with you later. 

When the merciful creator 

Shall have helped me through my pater, 

You may call another time. 

But said he ** I know you're lying. 
To deceive me you are trying, 
Pay this bill, or by the heavens 
I shall sue you it to gain ; 
Then the man did much abuse me. 
And of naughty things accuse. 
And I know you will excuse me, 
When I say, I used my cane. 
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For he me infuriated 
By the many lies he stated — 
Made me angry as a demon, 
And I hit him on the head ; 
With a heavy cane I dropped him, 
And most admirably stopped him, 
And unmercifully hopped him. 
Till the man was nearly dead. 

Then, repenting of my fury 
As I thought of judge and jury, 
Up my creditor I lifted, 
And I placed him in a chair ; 
There he sat for quite an hour. 
Till he had recovered power 
Further epithets to shower. 
And I laughed to hear him swear. 

Glad was I that he existed, 
For I feared his neck was twisted. 
And I bore his anger mildly 
But my cane I still retained ; 
And at 'leven he departed 
Sana his money, broken-hearted, 
But he shouted as he started 
That my poverty was feigned. 
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The next day I bought a rifle, 
Second-handed, for a trifle, 
And I painted on a shingle 
" Creditors, I say, beware !" 
And they came and read my warning 
With the painted " Gun " adorning. 
And the notice never scorning, 
Left the building in despair. 




182 



5!Lddrc22ed to IBizz !B. 

[in jest.] 



When I look into your eyes, painted like the summer 
skies, 
All my soul is lost in ecstacy divine ; 
When I fold you in my arms, I am captive to your 
charms, 
You have won this love-entangled heart of mine. 

When you breathe upon my cheek, words my feelings 
fail to speak, 

But my heart enraptured, dances in my breast ; 
When your arms my neck entwine, 
All love's witcheries combine, 

! my charming little lily of the west. 

When I kiss you on the lips, when I press your finger 
tips, 
I am heir to bliss unknown to those above ; 
When you kiss me in return, how my lips enchanted, 
burn 
With the seal of your sincere, immortal love. 
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When you smile, the darkness flees, s^nd your voice 
borne on the breeze, 
Fills the air with music pleasing to the ear ; 
When you laugh, sweet echoes ring, all the birds for- 
get to sing, 
And the angels lay aside their harps to hear. 
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%o Wizz !ia3. 

[in jest.] 



M I soon shall leave my home, 

And all my comrades of the past, 

Across the trackless sea to roam, 
And this avowel is my last. 

I love you M with a love, 

That laughs when ' No ' attempts to tame ; 
Tis registered in realms above, 

And only death shall quench its flame. 

Say I M , ere from you I go, 

May I not hope your heart to win? 

Or am I doomed to live in woe. 

And die in wretchedness and sin ? 

One word from you my fate shall seal, 
'Tis ' yes,^ or ' no,' for good or ill ; 

! just a ray of hope reveal. 

My burning, bursting heart to still. 



Your smiles, like sunbeams steeped in angel's tears, 
Your eyes, like diamonds wet with sun-kissed dew, 

Have banished from my heart its latest fear. 

And taught me that your little heart is true. 
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%o mg !BrolFhep Wallace, 

[Conclusion of a basty letter.] 



I'm yours, 
Until invulnerable death, 
That stills the heart and steals the breath, 
Shall freeze my blood and pale my cheek, 
And bid my lips no longer speak. 

Till then, brother, fully trust. 
And if this dust return to dust, 
Before you back your spirit give, 
1 let me in your memory live. 



The pang it gives to say farewall, 
My erring pen cannot reveal; 

No words of mine can ever tell 
The passion I cannot conceal. 
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"While riding on train from Boston to Michigan.] 

[in jest.] 



1 D g were you with me now, 

How fondly would I press your lips ; 

How Heaven-like would earth appear, 
Could you accompany all my trips. 

ow fondly would my arms entwine. 
Your form of perfect symmetry ; 
And softly would I call you mine — 
My own, and ever mine to be. 

Your eyes whose glances stole my heart, 
Your lips which were designed to kiss, 

Shall never from my mind depart ; 
Of them to think affords me bliss. 

Sweet subject of thoughts, good night; 

My pen my feelings cannot tell ; 
Sleep throws' her mantle o'er my sight, 

And I must finish with — farewell. 



In memory's mirror I see you portrayed. 
With beauty bewitching, that never will fade, 
Your eyes, like two diamonds, a saint would beguile 
And sunshine is shadow, compared to your . smile. 
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^0 1 — . 

Misfortune's waves around me roll, 
But I was never born to fail ; 
Fear not dear , I shall prevail, 

I feel it in my very soul. 

But win or lose, believe me true, 

And know that every crystal tear 
You shed for me, though shed in fear, 

Pled with an angel's voice for you. 



Darling, I never shall forget, 

Though surging billows us divide. 

That happy hour when first we met, 

When first I felt love's gushing tide ; 

You stole my heart, you have it still. 

It palpitates for you alone ; 
It lives with you, and ever will, 

Till sun and stars no more are known. 
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Your vision haunts me all the day ; 

At night I see you in my dreams ; 
I see your eyes, whose magic beams 

Have stolen all my heart away. 



I am going away far across the Atlantic, 

Farewell my dear parents and comrades of yore , 
Farewell to the scenes, so sublimely romantic, 

' Whose beauty shall gladden my vision no more. 
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"^0 Wiizz <3l. 

[extempore, in jest.] 



I know you love me little dove, 

With all your passion-freighted heart, 

That the angelic hosts above, 

Smile when we meet — sigh when we part. 

1 G — ^ie, should it needful be. 

To win thee I would move the earth, 

I'd give my very soul for thee. 

And win thee then below thy worth. 
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Wivhtzn IFOP %,. %. !B. to M Z. TD. 



Sweet sister, with my pen in hand, 
Pew words I find at my command ; 
But all I write is quite sincere, 
And thus I it would have appear. 



When I returned to 



I thought about a noted man 

Who now resides in Montreal, 
Where evil him may not befall. 

I also thought about his wife. 
Who, dearer is to him than life ; 
» Recalled events as they occurred 
And read the '* contracts " every word. 

I smiled to think that all was well ; 
And how he laughed to hear me tell 

■ 

About each anxious, wistful face 
Whose indications I could trace. 
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It filled his spirit with delight; 
And put his gloomy thoughts aflight ; 
But tears stood in his eyes like dew, 
When tenderly I spoke of you. 

Trembled his voice, softened his look ; 
His form with agitation shook ; 
His eyes were lit with longing wild ; 
And he exclaimed " sweet wife and child." 



" 0^ — sweetest wife on earth, 

Who gave my little birth. 

The feelings that my bosom swell 
My feeble tongue can never tell. 

My darling, loving brave and true, 
My yearning heart is all with you ; 
And death alone shall us divide 
Or freeze my loves wild, surging tide. 

" 0, E what a wife is she ; 

And what a wife has been to me ; 
Modest, devoted, sweet and fair, 
And purer than the mountain air. 
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0, E should relentless death 

Deprive your brother of his breath, 

I charge you E ? with your life 

Protect my darling child and wife. 



Swear, E , swear, he wildly said, 

Should I be numbered with the dead. 
That you will lend a brother's care 
Unto my wife and baby, swear. 

And E said " I swear by Him 

Whose name is Truth that lose or win 

If such occur I, gladly, I 

Will guard them, brother, till I die." 



Then clasped his brother's hand ; 

And said, " together let us stand, 

Dear brother E your love for me 

Is wider than the boundless sea." 



Good night, fair sister, think of me 
When other thoughts have given place ; 
I'm ever yours on land or sea, 
Your brother true in any case. 
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Wivinzn in ^est, 



[The circumstance under which the following was written caiiBot 
be explained briefly; it is enough to say that it was written in Jest]. 



Farewell, forever, parents dear, 
My absence has been long and drear 
Without a friend, kind and sincere, 
To lend me hope or still my fear ; 
Alone I no loving one is near 
To save me from my wild career ; 
My eyes are dim with many a tear. 
As now my shattered barque I steer : 
My sky above is never clear ; 
Obstructions high their foreheads rear ; 
A subject of the laugh and jeer. 
And looked upon with scorn and sneer. 
With hateful look and mocking leer, 
With cruel words my heart they spear. 
And call me cranky, crazy, queer ; 
It does not need the voice of seer 
To tell my fate within a year. 
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%iiizz Spoken l^o a *Diseout»aged Tnzrid. 



If high ambition lead you on 
To execute your aim, 
Let no disaster lead you from 
The purpose of the same. 

Misfortune oft may cause you grief, 
And sorrow claim a tear, 
But perseverance brings relief, 
Fight on, and nothing fear. 
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Written to ©ol. T{. 

[While drtlling at A .] 



Of all the curses God has sent 
This drilling takes the lead, 
We'll praise his name forevermore, 
When we from it are freed. 

The pangs of hell cannot excel 

The torments we sustain, 
Great G — d, if ever we go home 

We'll never drill again. 
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%o% 

[On the death of his mother]. 



All nature proclaims in her every example, 
Life's brevity ; here O how transient our stay ; 
Death I death, cruel death will remorselessly trample. 
On all that we love ; we are doomed to decay. 






Tis sad that our friends cannot be with us ever. 
But let U9 remember, in Heaven above, — 
When there we're united no forces can sever 

Our souls from the souls of the ones that we love. 

Your mother has gone to the home of our Saviour, 
Has fled from a world of deception and fraud ; 
Then imitate closely her Christian behavior, 
And meet her again in the kingdom of God. 
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®laneicg tBaekroapd, 

[Written to my brother on his refusal to loan me money.] 



My life has been a failure, boy ; 
IVe tasted sorrow, I've tasted joy; 
I've sought dame fortune to decoy 

To change my luck I 
I've struggled long against the tide ; 
I've warred with passion and with pride, 
But hopes long cherished from me glide, 

For I am — stuck. 



I see with a prophetic eye, 
That disappointed I shall die ; 
Why should I longer fate defy? 

Why struggle more? 
Adieu 1 fond hope 'tis all in vain, 
The point I vainly sought to gain 
Is lost; and with a maddened brain 

I now deplore — 
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The hour that brought me first to earth ; 
I curse the day that gave me birth ; 
My life to me is nothing worth 

'Tis filled with night ; 
My failure has been all my own ; 
Forgotten, friendless, and alone 
My heart has hopeless, reckless, grown — 

A sorry plight. 

There's none to whom I care to tell 
The force that hurries me to hell ; 
The one I've loved so long and well. 

Regards me not; 
On me he looks with scornful eyes ; 
And all I say pronounces lies ; 
And out in loud derision cries 

Another plot ! 

Still have I feelings and I feel ^ 

Full many pangs that I conceal ; 

But there's a wound that does not heal 

Soon as another. 
Made by the keen and polished dart, 
That plunges in the human heart 
Cutting affection's ties apart 

Hurled by a brother. 
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Strangers may utter words unkind, 
And they are banished from our mind, 
Like thistle-down before the wind, 

And we forget ; 
But words unkind from one who knows 
Our hopes, our fears, our secret woes 
Create a thought that deeper grows — 

They linger yet. 

I did not dream, that one who knew 
My heart as well. Brother, as you 
Would see me fail, when nearly through 

My college course. 
That you who knew my struggles all — 
Just wait a moment and recall — 
Would coldly stand and see me fall 

Without remorse. 

One hand to you I stretched for aid 
The other on the laurels laid 
Hopeful, expectant, nor afraid 

That I should fail ; 
And you, Brother, while I clung 
To dying hope with pleading tongue, 
My heart with cold sarcasm stung 

That made me quail. 
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O Brother, by your hand I fell, 

From realms of hope to scenes of Hell ; 

And words of mine can never tell 

The grief I knew ; 
To know that you, my only friend. 
Who said to me " on me depend " 
Refused your hoarded gold to lend 

To help me through. 

While others of a lesser mind 
Upon their brows the laurels bind 
Your struggling Brother 's left behind 

To meditate. 
To hate the past, the present kill, 
The future dread without a thrill 
Of old ambition in the will ; 

Such is my state. 

But let it pass, I love you still 

Crushed, hopeless, helpless, aimless, lost — 

A wasted mind — a vanquished will — 

Brother, Brother count the cost. 
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!Basil IBEoopc, 



[The material for this poem was taken from an old newspaper. 
The autlior has confined himself to the account therein contained, 
drawing nothing from imagination.] 



I am a hopless child of sin, my name is Basil Moore, 
My heart is black with wickedness, my hands are red 

with gore ; 
I hear the voices of the dead upbraid me from the 

tomb; 
I hear my mother's warning voice — damnation is my 

doom; 
My God 1 I see my mother now, her words remember 

well, 
They'll rend my heart while here on earth, and sting 

my soul in hell ; 
I hear her kindly, last advice, her latest touch I feel ; 
I mark the quiver of her lip — Ah ! death has set his 

seal. 

I see my father's snowy head bowed down in nameless 

woe ; 
I hear his earnest last appeal : " O, Basil, do not go I " 
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I see my sister — ^yes, how well I mark the crystal 
tear, 

That trickled down her lovely cheek, her parting 
words I hear : 

O, Basil I when you're far away upon the stormy sea, 

Remember mother's warning words addressed to you 
and me ; 

I clasped her fondly to my heart, but language can- 
not tell 

The sorrow — 0, the cruel grief that dwelt in that 
farewell. 

I left my home while passion burned within my 

youthful breast ; 
Long years have passed and I've returned, but listen 

to the rest ; 
Why do detectives for me seek ? How did I get my 

gold? 
The self-convicting truth I'll speak : " I am a robber 

bold ; " 
Yonder's my home, No ! No 1 Not mine 1 the stranger 

has it now. 
My father sleeps among the dead, the turf is o'er his 

brow ; 
My parents and my sister dear have sought the realms 

of light. 
While I am left to live alone in everlasting night. 
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Before my angel mother died and soared to world on 

high, 
She faintly whispered : " Some day he will meet me 

in the sky ; " 
0, mother! Never I Nevermore shall I behold your 

face, 
Hell is my portion after death, before remorse, dis- 
grace ; 
Ah I there I see the thirty-eight, the crew of " Lady 

Maud," 
I send them. wholly unprepared to meet an angry 

God; 
Their bodies lie beneath the sea, but now their spirits 

roam 

To haunt me in my wretchedBfess, from their eternal 

home ; 
Hark 1 this my sister ! hear her voice, imploring me 

to come, 
I hear her tender words of love, I listen, but I'm 

dumb; 
I cannot answer back to those who speak from 

heaven's gate. 
They're waiting, watching for me there, but they in 

vain must wait. 
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Speak not to me a kindly word, 'twould cut my heart 

of steel, 
One kindly look inflicts a wound my money fails to 

heal ; 
I'd rather see the fiends of Hell surround me in my 

guile, 
Than on the face of him I meet behold a welcome 

smile ; 
Farewell I before to-morrovr's sun shall tip the hills 

with gold, 
I shall be on the stormy sea with half my story told ; 
Parents, your wretched son to-night forever leaves 

the shore ; 
Farewell, parents 1 sister fair, farewell for ever- 
more. 
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%hz *BCpamp. 



How oft we see while on the street, 
A homeless, friendless tramp ; 

(Not everyone is a " dead beat" 

Who wears misfortunes stamp.) 

How often do we pass him by, 
Nor heed his call for aid, 

Knowing, the " quarter " we deny 
Our conscience will upbraid. 

We say, he is a worthless thing. 

Deserving pity not; 
But still, if conscience feel the sting 

That bothers us in thought. 

How often we ourselves excuse, 
By saying, " he's a bum/' 

The man our kindness would abuse, 
And spend our alms for rum. 
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Is it becausfe, by human laws, 

He is not fit to live? 
Or, rather, is it not because 

We are too mean to give ? 

Yes I it is true, at least in part. 

And I have been amused 
To hear the man with miser's heart 

That, will not be abused. 

The man, who can to help afford. 

His brother in distress. 
And does it not, gets his reward ; 

And God will surely bless — 

The man, who, though his store be small, 

Remembers the forlorn. 
And gives, in answer to their call, 

His aid without his scorn. 




— 20^ — 



!Lopame. 



In a town, that lay 
By Fundy's bay, 

There dwelt a maiden fair ; 
Her eyes were as blue 
As the Heaven's hue, 

And her lips like rosebuds damp with dew, 
And she laughed as if she never knew 

A sorrow or a care. 



And her form of grace, 
Compared with her face, 

A slender waist had she ; 
And her hands were neat, 
And so were her feet. 
And the maid was altogether sweet,- 
A picture of loveliness complete, 

1 the girl was fair to see. 
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She sang like a bird, 
And her every word 

Made music in the air ; 
And her lovers sighed, 
And to win her tried, 
But her heart their efforts all defied; 
Not a few, despairing, nearly died, 

For love of lovely Clare. 

She would watch the waves. 
And explore the caves. 

And wander on the beach ; 
When the seas were high. 
With delighted eye. 

She watched them, nor could suppress a cry, 
As they threw themselves to kiss the sky 

Almost within their reach. 



She would sit by the brook. 
In a shady nook. 

And fish for speckled trout; 
While her mastiff scared. 
Or her Saint Bernard, 
With all the zeal of an ancient bard, 
Beside her stood like a Roman guard, 

To keep intruders out. 
14 — 209 — 



She loved the flowers, 
And many hours 

She sought them in the dell ; 
And she named them, too, 
But she never knew, 
She was the fairest flower that grew, 
Yet, nevertheless, the same was true. 

Of the modest sylvan belle. 

She was loved by all. 
And they used to call 

Her " Fairy," " Sunshine," " Dove" ; 
But the lovely maid 
Loved the sylvan shade. 
Where her little footsteps often strayed. 
And she loved the birds that sang and played. 

But a boy she could not love. 

But her father smiled 
On his darling child, 

Her mother idolized ; 
And the charming Miss, 
With her childish kiss. 
Filled her smiling parents' hearts with bliss ; 
And they called her happy, laughing " Sis," 

Nor knew how well they prized. 
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So the days rolled by, 
And without a sigh, 

The artless maiden sang ; 
For her heart was gay. 
And she sang all day, 
But to her wooers she answered " nay," 
And sad and hopeless, they went away ; 

While her mellow music rang. 

But, a youth there came. 
Then unknown to fame, 

A lawyer, young and brave ; 
A stranger was he. 
But people could see 
That he was a youth admired to be ; 
And they, him received most cordially, 

A royal welcome gave. 

On his handsome face 
Could be seen the trace 

Of deep and constant thought ; 
And his hazel eye, 
' That could see a lie. 

Gleamed like a star in the evening sky, 
I And he had a noble brow and high, 

And men his company sought. 
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Of superb physique, 
A Brutus to speak, — 

He won the hearts of all ; 
The rogue was alarmed, 
The people were charmed, 
As he stood in court and wrong disarmed. 
And innocence carried through unharmed, 

Nor suffered right to fall. 

A maiden abused, 
Of stealing accused, 

To him her story told ; 
And her tears fell fast. 
And the glance she cast. 
Awoke the lawyer's sympathy vast ; 
He said, " I'll stand by 'till the last," 

Nor took her little gold. 

The suit was started. 
And broken-hearted, 

Defendant took her seat ; 
But her lawyer smiled, 
And fears beguiled, 
He felt the innocence of the child ; 
The glance he shot at her foe was wild. 

And whispered of defeat. 
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The court-room was stilled, 
When, with courage filled, 

The lawyer youth arose 
To speak for the maid 
Who silently prayed, 
That Heaven her champion would aid, 
Who never, by word, nor look, betrayed, 

A doubt of the trial's close. 

With a voice suppressed. 
He the court addressed, 

Then to the jury turned; 
And the people gazed. 
For they were amazed. 
For his eloquence the jury dazed. 
But they grasped the many points he raised ; 

Their hearts with feeling burned. 

He speaks like a prince, 
Nor fails to convince, 

The court and jury stare; 
" Not guilty " is found. 
While loud cheers resound, 
And admiring people him surround, 
As the guileless girl with joyful bound, 
Grasps his hand extended there. 
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But there sat that day 
In the court a gay, 

Sweet maid of seventeen; 
Her face was as bright 
As the noon-day's light, 
And she clasped her little fingers tight. 
As she watched the youth defending right, 

And winning laurels green. 

And she thought no more, 
As she had before, 

She could not love a boy ; 
For the young Lorame, 
(For that was his name). 
Had captured her heart while winning fame. 
And he very shortly learned the same, 

From the lips of the maiden coy. 

For one evening they 
Were out on the bay 

In an excursion yacht ; 
And he met her there. 
The beautiful Clare, 

With her sweet blue eyes and golden hair ; 
The girl was more than supremely fair, 

The young attorney thought. 
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He spoke of the sea, 
And she bashfully 

In language sweet replied ; 
And her eyes expressed 
What the young man guessed, 
(And what she had to herself confessed). 
Nor sought to drive from her gentle breast, — 

Affection, who can hide? 

His musical voice, 

And his language choice. 

The maiden loved to hear ; 
And she thought him grand. 
When he stole the hand 
That carried the diamond-studded band. 
For he seemed as one made to command — 

To love, and not to fear. 

On that lovely night, 
In the soft moonlight. 

He told her of his love ; 
And the maiden knew. 
That his words were true. 
And her snowy arms around him threw. 
And close to his heart the girl he drew ; 

The " Fairy," " Sunshine," " Dove." 
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! Heavenly bliss, 
Such a girl to kiss I 

The angels smiled to see 
Those lovers sincere, 
On the wooden pier, 

And they caught the lovely maiden's tear; 
'Twas a tear of joy, crystal clear — 

The young attorney's fee. 

And there by the shore, 
He solemnly swore 

To love the girl through life ; 
And kissed and caressed, 
And he fondly pressed 
The blushing girl to his 'raptured breast ; 
And she heard him say without protest, 
"My darling little wife." 

And her lover bold. 
The next morning told, 

With modesty and grace, 
To her father kind. 
As he had designed, 

The way that his heart had been inclined ; 
And he was pleased with the boy refined, 

With open, honest face. 
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So the lovers met 
When the sun had set, 

And wandered on the shore ; 
And the billows rolled 
As the lovers strolled, 
And they sighed, but nothing ever told, 

Though the stories that they might unfold 
Would live for evermore. 

So the moments sped, 
While the lovers led 

A life of nameless bliss ; 
And the stars in love. 
Looked down from above, 
And winked at the little 'witching dove. 
As she hid her mouth with dainty glove 

To circumvent a kiss. 

They married, these two, 
As such lovers do ; 

A month away had passed 
Since their wedding day. 
When Lorame away 
From his Paradise by Fundy's bay, 
(But he knew not then how long to stay), 

Sailed o'er the ocean vast — 
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To a foreign land 
Where a fortune grand 

Was 'waiting him, the heir, 
The young man sailed, 
But he nearly failed 

To show his right but the right prevailed, 
And the pleasing news he quickly mailed 

To silent — speechless — Clare. 

Was she really dead? 
The cablegram said, 

That to Lorame was sent ; 
That his Clare was drowned, 
And with madman's bound 
He left his room and wandered around 
Half-frantically, nor full reason found, 

'Till years he'd roaming spent. 

O'er the Alps sublime 
Did the mourner climb. 

And wandered over Greece, 
But in ancient Rome 
He dreamed of his home. 
And saw in his dream his Clare alone. 
His sweet little wife, his Clare, his own. 

His soul was filled with peace. 
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He woke from his dream, 
The unnatural g^eam 

' Had vanished from his eye ; 
Of his home he thought, 
Of that happy spot 

Which while he roamed he never forgot ; 
Return! why should he? his Clare was not: 

Return! return! but why? 

! if he had known 
That his Clare, his own 

Sweet wife and infant sweet 
Had waited for years, 
While the hopes and fears 
Of his Clare expression found in tears 
As she sailed around the wooden piers 

How had he yearned to greet. 

Did his Clare exist? 
Yes 1 the Ocean Mist 

Was on the angry wave ; 
When her boat was tossed. 
And her hope was lost, 
And a sailor threw a line that crossed 
Her dashing boat, but the crew it cost 

A struggle her to save. 
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But the storm increased 
And the vessel ceased 

To be controlled by man ; 
And the thunder crashed 
As the vessel dashed 
Before the wind by the billows lashed, 
Till her superstructure all was smashed ; 

And on the shore she ran. 

But the girl survived, 
And she home arrived 

As one from heaven strayed; 
And her parents poured 
Their thanks to the Lord 
That the little idol they adored 
Had been by his mighty hand restored 

That sea and sky had made. 

But Lorame came not. 
And in vain they sought 

Where he sojourned to learn ; 
While his lovely Clare 
In her deep despair 
With her infant child divinely fair, 
With it's mother's eyes and auburn hair 

Awaited his return. 
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With her little May 
She would roam all day, 

And hope, and watch and cry ; 
But she never heard 
From Larome a word 
And her little heart with anguish stirred 
No longer cared for the forest bird 

That listened to her sigh. 

She stood b}'' the trees, 
While the gentle breeze 

Of Heaven fanned her brow 
And she kissed her child, 
And in sadness smiled, 
In her lovely sorrow^ sweetly wild. 
And at times her sorrow was beguiled 

She really knew not how. 

And she dreamed one night 
In the pale moonlight 

She saw her husband stand ; 
And his face looked sad. 
But her heart was glad. 
Yes I her little heart was with joy mad, 
She her infant darling follow bade, 

And rushed to clasp his hand. 
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But she woke to find i 

I 

That a dream unkind 

Had re-revived her woe ; 

And she almost prayed 

To the God that made 

The world and whose Son it's debt had paid, 

I 
(His coming had been so long delayed) I 

Would let her spirit go. 

One morn with her May 
And her mastiff Tray 

She wandered by the brook, 
Where she used to stray 
When happy and gay, 
And she had no lover far away, 
And she carried in her hand that day 

Our guide, God's holy book. 

On that day Lorame, 
With a titled name 

Came to the town and sought, 
(Still unrecognized 
For years had disguised 
,His face, and he solitude had prized 
That he was Lorame no one surmised) 

The old familiar spot, — 
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Where he used to share 
With his darling Clare 

The bliss of paradise ; 
And he fell asleep 
In a slumber deep, 

But he could not hear his darling weep 
Nor the mastiff that with joyful leap 

Halted beside him twice. 



But sagacious Tray 
Where the dreamer lay 

Conducted wife and child; 
And the doubting Clare 
Standing speechless there 
Was more than astonishingly fair, 
As she threw her white hands in the air 

As one by dream beguiled. 

But Lorame awoke 
And the words he spoke 

The angels copied all ; 
As he wildly caught 
By that hallowed spot 
His Clare that the angels back had brought, 
His darling that he for years had thought 

Had passed beyond recall. 
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1 Heaven regained 
The rapture that reigned 

In those united hearts 
No flowers of speech 
Can description reach, 
Experience it alone can teach 
'Twixt love and its telling there is a breach 

That baffles human arts. 



Here my pen I drop, 
It is time to stop. 

Imagine you the rest ; 
With his darling Clare 
And his infant fair 
In his ecstacy I leave him there. 
While the setting sun with lessened glare 

Looks at them from the west. 
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%he (S^elone. 



[The following lines were composed by Mr. Johnstone as he stood 
gastngon the ruins caused by the cyclone that visited Ypsilanti on the 
12tli of April, 1883.] _^ 

The mighty wind, the breath of God, 

Struck Ypsilanti yester eve ; 
It raved and tore, 
While people swore, 
It smashed the glass in house and store, 

And left the town to grieve. 

It struck the " Hawkins " at the rear ; 

The Opera House demolished quite ; 
The Cleary College in its wrath 
It swept in fragments from its path, 
And with a cold, sardonic laugh. 

It left it "out of sight.'' 

It struck the " Occidental," too. 

It scattered brick, and sash, and glass; 
The inmates stricken were with awe, 
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And dropped was every lower jaw, 
They stared at what they heard and saw, 
The crash — the debris mass. 



It hit the Carriage Factory " square," 
It swept the roof adown the street. 
It played with lovely maidens' hair. 

It tossed their ringlets in the air, 

« 

Hoop-skirts presented pictures rare, 
Exposing pretty feet. 



It raved among the lofty trees, 

Whose infant foliage kissed the sky, 
It tore their branches in its rage. 
Which naught but havoc could assuage, 
It seemed that devils from the " cage " 
Were celebrating high. 



It spared the churches and saloons. 

But still the people in them trembled, 
In one the people praised the Lord, 
In one the people whisky poured, 
The while the wind in fury roared 
And frightened those assembled. 
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It passed a whisky shop and smelt 
The rank decoctions that it sold, 
And with a murmur of disgust 
It spread its wings — away it rushed — 
And in a moment all was hushed. 
This is the story told. 

Ah ! little Babylon, beware ! 

Be pure, as is your sister, Ann, 
Else God will sweep you through the air 

Like devils dancing the Kan-Kan. 




— 227 — 



spring. 

With winning smile delightful spring 
Has decked with green the lawn and lea, 

The birds their carols sweetly sing, 
While burst the buds on every tree. 

The forests cry for summer clothes 
Which nature hurries to supply ; 

The lily, violet, and rose 

Shall soon delight the common eye. 

Soon blushing on each maiden's breast, 
And kissed by her bewitching smile 

Shall symbols of sweet summer rest, 

Fair Girl! whose heart will you beguile? 

The " co-eds '' of the U. of M., 

Sweeter than whom there's none above, 
Shall twine the rose's slender stem 

In golden hair and dream of love. 
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Forgetting G^man, Latin, Greek, 

Geometry, and every Art; 
With voices muacal they^II spcnik 

The simple language of the heart. 

The High School girl, whose lovely face 
Has caused a thousand bards to sing, 

Shall twine in bosom — ^lifted lace. 
The fragrant harbingers of spring. 

The " freshman " just below his chin 
Shall wear a crimson-tinted rose, 

From every senior law to win 
The admiration of Ms nose. 



And ^and ^with flowers decked 

Shall take the]early morning car 

And fly to " Ypsi." to inspect 
The articles behind the bar. 



The P. G. Laws shall sing God's praise. 
And gather flowers in the dell, 

And walk uprightly in the ways. 
Of which the Christians gladly tell. 
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But there's a bird that will not sing 
Because its wings are damp with snow ; 

It feels a frosty, cruel sting ; 
I sympathize with that Bird O ! 
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